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•AN ONLY SON. 



CHAPTER I. 



My natal spot was the farm-house of Thorn- 
croft, about a mile from one of the principal 
towns of the county ol' Devon, My father's 
name was Richard — mine Robert — Earhshaw. 

To the business of a wooUen draper, in E , 

my father added agricultural pursuits, which 
he prosecuted with pleasure and success. By 
the time he attained mature manhood, his hon- 
est exerfiona had rendered him comparatively 
•independent. He was thus enabled to obey the 
impulse of affection, and to offer his hand to 
Katherine Beecham, a maiden whom he had 
long loved, and whose only patrimony was her 
many virtues. 

It was to be expected that a union uninflu- 
enced by chance, caprice, avarice, or vulgar pas- 
sion, would be productive of felicity. It was 
60. The mutual anticipations of the wedded 
pair were fully realized ^ and the birth of a son 
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imparted a livelier zest to domestic enjoyment. 

For his own good purpose it hath pleased 
Providence to temper the cup both of joy and 
of sorrow to his creatures. A feeble •frame, 
sinking under the ailments of infancy, darkened 
the delight of the parents in their little boy. 
The cares of an anxious nurse impaired the 
delicate constitution of his mother. The fam- 
ily removed from E , and fixed their resi- 
dence at the farm-house. There my brother 
died, and there was I born, soon after the day 
of his interment. 

Though not hy nature sickly, I was far from 
robust. The diseases of childhood crowded 
upon me ere I had collected strength to sustain 
their pressure with firmness. Nothing short 
of a miracle, it was thought, could have borne 
me through. Maternal tenderness, living but 
for the helpless, was the instrument by which 
that miracle was effected. 

1 was only five years of age when I lost my 
mother. Other impressions of the period hdve 
faded; remembrance of this event remains per- 
manently graven on my memory. 

I recollect that I was carried at night from 
my cot, half asleep, to a chamber dimly lighted, 
and was placed by the side of a bed, on which 
a female, pale as the sheets, reclined, supported 
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by pillows. "She kissedjme often and often, and 
her fast-flowing 'tears dropt through the aper- 
ture of the night-dress on my bosom. . I sob- 
bed Tiloud from sympathy, and some person in 
attendance removed me gently from the room. 
To this scene succeed confused images of death 
and mourning — a dream of blackness — a crowd 
— ^a coffin and a hearse. The mildest of all the 
faces that looked upon my childhood I was des* 
tined to see no more. 

Illness fell upon me shortly afterwards, and, 
young though I was, I attribute it to a sense 
of my bereavement. The breast of a child 
may be the seat of strong emotions. Sadness, 
on the cheek conscious Of few summers, is not 
always as fugitive as an evening cloud in June. 
For a week or two after iriy mother's dissolu- 
tion, I was consoled by hearing that she was 
gone on a distant journey, and would assuredly 
come back. They supposed I would very soon 
forget her. They were mistaken. I continued 
to number the days which were to elapse ere 
her return. At last I was told that God had 
taken her, and that she would never come 
home again. I went and hid myself in the 
garden, and wept bitterly — and 1 continued in- 
dulging in solitary grief until bodily malady 
deadened the poignancy of mental aflliction. 
1* 
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Two years subsequently I found a carnelion 
heart she had worn, a trinket that had capti- 
vated my young fancy. I told no one of the 
discovery, but suspended it by the shirt ribbon 
around my neck: when I knelt in prayer I pres- 
sed it between my palms, and invoked an art- 
less blessing on the memory of her whom it 
had once adorned. 

There are few misfortunes incidental to hu- 
manity more productive of present and future 
ill than that which had befallen me. He alone 
can appreciate the value of such a protectress 
as mine was, who, like me, has been deprived 
of her while life is in its bud. She had cheer- 
fully ministered to all my wants — had submitted 
to my peevish caprices without a murmur — ^liad 
devoted herself to the patient task of correcting 
childish waywardne'ss, without verging on un- 
kindness. Had she lived, I would have imbib- 
ed the first l( ssons of rectitude from her gen- 
tle lips. She would have been to me a coun- 
sellor, a confidant, a mediator. Under her prun- 
ing hand not a thorn of inquietude would have 
grownup beneath our roof. — Why dwell re- 
piningly on what cannot now be realized! It 
was ordained that her spirit should pass to 
'Him who gave it,' ere the evil days came^ or 
the years drew nigh in which earth's weary pi^- 
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grims declare they have 'no pleasure in them.^ 
It is necessary, for. the purposes of this nar- 
rative, that I should delineate my father's char- 
acter and my own. Circumstances have, I 
think, enabled me to portray hoth with suffi- 
cient fidelity. 

The natural disposition of my surviving 
guardian had been greatly modified hy the ac- 
cidents of his condition. He was the youngest 
son of a respectable freeholder, that prided him- 
self on being descended from a rigid Presbyte- 
rian, who bore arms under Cromwell, and 
withdrew from the Lord General in conse- 
quence of his adhesion to the Independant opin- 
ions on Toleration and Church Government. 
My father cleaved to the faith of his ancestor, 
and, with the sincerity of an implicit and far 
from unenlightened belief, mingled much of 
the austere and inflexible temper which dis- 
tinguished the theological controversialists of 
the times of the Civil wars. He had an acute and 
inquiring mind, but his education had been lim- 
ited to the routine of a country school, and 
thrown prematurely on the world to struggle 
for subsistence, leisure was not afforded him 
to supply deficiencies he felt and regretted. In 
the outs ?t of* life he sustained the neglect of 
relatives and the frowns of fortune; hence his 



1 



B AN ONLT 60N. 

manner acquired a crust of coldness — I might 
use a stronger term — decidedly repulsive to 
those who did not know, or could not measure, 
liis intrinsic worth. Though sensitive and ar- 
dent, he shrank from the display of his affec- 
tions. In pecuniary matters he was governed 
by peculiar notions of utih'ty and right; fre- 
quently liberal^ more frequently parsimonious. 
His estimate of property was founded on the 
difficulty with which he had acquired it, Sound 
sense generally dictated his determinations; but 
he oflen overlooked the pliability of the instru- 
ments by which they were to be accomplished; 
and, in devising plans for an individual's good, 
he seldom made any account of possible failings 
or particular inclinations. Piety, ' integrity, 
frugality, and firm resolve, were his leading 
characteristics. The effect of these qualities was 
lessened by the absence of the milder virtues. 
This became very apparent on the decease of 
my mother, who had fully prized his excel- 
lence, and had labored hard to soften his as- 
perities. 

My elements were differently combined. I 
inherited the more prominent intellectual fea- 
tures of both my parents in a still higher degree 
than they existed in either. To steadiness of 
purpose, borderingonpbstincy, romantic pride. 
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and latent 'moral energy, unyielding when 
awakened, T added nervous timidity, almost 
feminine, that mastered my general conduct, 
and a poetical imagination, investing every 
thing around me with a drapery of its own. 
Fancy distributed light and darkness at its will, 
and I made no effort to dispel its illusions. 
Warm-hearted, and capable of the fondest 
filial attachment, I could not bring myself to 
give expression to my feelings by word or ges- 
ture. Like my father, I was ashamed to say I 
loved — and, like him, I expected those manifes- 
tations from the objects of my regard which I 
withheld from them. This may be deemed by 
some a fantastic outline, others may contemn 
a sketch of juvenile character as unworthy of 
serious note; the best answer to both will be 
this history of my past career, and its present 
consummation. 

Long and deep Tvas my father's sorrow for 
his beloved wife. Not even slander ventured 
to predict that he would wed again. His ac- 
customed fortitude deserted him, and the ster- 
ner traits of his nature became more strikingly 
developed. A middle-aged maiden sister assum- 
ed the superinteildence of his household. The 
diff^re^ice pf sex waft almost their sole point of 
dissimilaritjt' The thoughts and wishes of 
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both were centred in me, and no exertion was 
spared, no precaution omitted, that might tend 
to render me good and great, according to 
their acceptation of the phrases. 

The 8 trail ge perversity of my situation laid 
me open at once to envy and to pity. I was 
reared like a rare exotic in a hot-house, and 
with kindred attentions experienced kindred 
privations. The economy of our little family- 
was methodical to minuteness; the discipline 
by which I was regulated, singularly so. To 
preserve me from the chance of being contam- 
inated at a public school, I was submitted to a 
course of domestic instruction, that my ide*as 
might be properly fixed ere I came in collision 
with my fellows. * Train up a childy' said 
my father, * in the way he should go: and 
when he is old he will not depart from it.' — It 
is a golden maxim, but I think its meaning was 
strained with respect to me. 

By my aunt Rebecca I was initiated in the 
rudiments of education. I displayed capacity, 
and she put it unsparingly to the proof. I had 
scarcely learned to read with fluency, when 
my memory, which was susceptible, was plied 
with incessant tasks. With her originated the 
first mistake into the system of tuition to which 
I was subjected. I was, as I hdM observed, 
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of a CBSt highly imaginatiye. Narratiye^ stir- 
ring or maTvelloud, possessed for me an irre> 
sistible charm. I could not withdraw myself 
from a hook of battle, or adventure, until I 
had travelled it through. Legends of the su- 
pernatural were equally attractive. This cra- 
ving appetite for intellectual excitement, pru- 
dently directed, might have led to the mrost 
solid and beneficial acquisitions. It might hare 
contributed to form the historian, the geo- 
grapher, or the natural philosopher. But open 
gratification was denied it, and the indulgence 
it illicitly provided was prejudicial or profit- 
less. An old female servant secretly regaled 
me with fireside stories of ghosts and goblins, 
that made me the sport of the most ridictriou« 
terrors; and she procured for me fairy tales, 
and books of a similar class, the perusal of 
which begot an aversion to the sobriety of 
truth, and especially to the studies to which I* 
was lawfully restricted — these were a few 
school-hooks, the Scriptures, the various Cals 
echisms of our faith, and the writings of em- 
inent divines. 

While I reverence the pious anxiety that 
toils to stamp religious impressions on the un- 
written mind, I would bid the guardians oi 
youth beware, lest by a well-meant, hut vneal- 
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culating, zeal, they defeat or counteract their 
object. Unless, perhaps, to those sons and 
daughters of labor, whose on!y source of infor- 
mation is the infrequent lesson at the Sunday- 
school, experience tells me that the Bible 
should not be presented to the young eye as 
the symbol of drudgery. The weakness of 
humanity, apparent in the oldest and best, 
should be recognized and kindly encountered 
in those for whom the portals of existence 
have recently expanded. They should be 
taught to esteem an acquaintance with reveki- 
tipn as the first of rewards, instead of a penance 
for idleness, or a ditll trial or recollection. It 
should be ever accessible — frequently in their 
hands to whose example . they look up; fc^t 
not obtruded like an arithmetical treatise, nor 
the retention of its precepts enforced by cor- 
poreal chastisement. Error, in this respect, 
has been productive of much mischief; and 
many have lamented that, to their dying day, 
they were sensible of the ill effects of a thought- 
less and involuntary familiarity with the in- 
spired volume. Still greater abstinence is re- 
quired with Catechisms and religious works 
adapted to the grasp of matured understand- 
ings. To the unripe pupil they present but an 
unmeaning assenablage of alphabetic signs; and, 



ff it be wished that he sliould leara to compre- 
hend them with pleasure in an aller hour, 
they should be admitted to form a portion ol 
his regular intellectual aliment only when he 
ha^ gained strength to digest them. The mode 
in which I was instructed indisposed me sub* 
sequently to serious reading and refleetioh; 
and the temporary value of my acquirements 
may be surmised from the fact, that I con- 
tJeived the word * heinous,^ which occurs in a 
question of the Shorter Catechism, to have 
some indefinable relation to tin ! 

Similar observations may be applied to at- 
tendance on the public ordinances of religion. 
While the guides of the rising generation are 
bound to pbint the way to the temple of pray- 
er, they should carefully abstain from any ex- 
ercise of authority that might lead those under 
their charge to consider it a * house of bondage.' 
I have yet to deplore the injudicious conscien- 
tiousness which compelled me, in a precarious 
fltate of health, through every vicissitude of 
the seasons, to s{)end six hours of the Sabbath 
in the chapel of the Rev. Jeremiah Thorpe, 
hungry, cold, or drowsy; m^' thoughts 'wander- 
ing over the mountains of vanity,' unable and 
unwilling, to follow the exhortations and argu- 
ments of the preacher. 

% 
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Tbe B^Btem of management, under which 1 
▼ainly repined , was altogether uniform. Even 
in matters so trifling as my amusements, I was 
not left to the slightest use of my discretion. I 
was treated precisely as. if i had no will. Toys 
were purchased, play-ground allotted, and com- 
panions selected, contrary to my inclinations. 
I was obliged to receive the sons of the Rev. 
Jeremiah Thorpe, boys with whom. I had no 
common bond of union, as the exclusive part- 
ners of my leisure. If I complained, I was' 
debarred for the time from recreation of any 
kind. My father, persuaded that he barely per- 
formed his duty, was immovable. Denying me 
nothing "he deemed essential to my comfort,' he 
refused to make me a party to the choice of 
my own enjoyments, under the conviction that 
1 would become conceited and self-opinionated. 
In his admonitions,' he compared the ease and 
opportunities with which I was privileged, to 
the privations of his boyhood; and, if I betray- 
ed the least symptom of discontent, I was re- 
proached with ingratitude to him who labored 
that I might repose, and whose earthly happiT 
ness was inseparable from mine. 
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CHAPTER ir. 

At the Bge of nine my aunt Rebecca's visiterar 
professed to consider me a prodigy of learn- 
isg; and the good woman took infinite delight 
in seeing me display the treasures of know- 
ledge I had acquired under her care. Every 
8t ranger j or casual ^uest, was called upon to 
8Jt in judgment on my abilities, and to hear 
me recite psalms, and chapters, and answers to 
catechetical questions. Diffidence, united to 
the natural love of relaxation, gave me a root- 
ed dislike to these exhibitions. I contemplated 
the appearance of a new face with dismay, 
and resorted to many a disingenuous evasion 
to escape the threatened ordeal. 

My father bad for some time perceived the 
neccessity of furnishing me with a more compe- 
tent medium of instruction than my excellent^ 
enthusiastic aunt. Conceiving the selection 
to be a matter of primary importance, he pro- 
ceeded with caution. He continued to enter- 
tain the opinion that it was perilous to place 
one of my years at a public seminary. On 
the other hand, private tuition was accompan- 
ied by startling expense. True it was that I 
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was an only child, and how could my intereat 
be better consulted than by a liberal outlay on 
my education ? To so promising a lad, aca- 
demic lore would be the stepping-stone to dis- 
tinction. The advice of his clergyman termin- 
ated his hesitation. A tutor, recommended by 
the Rev. Mr Thorpe, was engaged at an annual 
allowance of twenty-five pounds and his board. 
I was transferred to his control with; much 
formality. 

An attic apartment, exclusively appropriated 
to the purpose, had been furnished with globes, 
mathematical instruments, classical authors, 
and other essentials to general instruction. I 
entered it, and glanced from the solemn phy- 
siognomy of my scholastic superior to his ap- 
palling apparatus in trepidation. A goodnatur- 
ed smile, and a word of encouragement, dispell- 
ed my alarm. We opened the campaign, 
and, ere the lapse of a fortnight, I congratulat- 
ed myself on the change in my situation. 

Mr Jonas Bartholomew, my tutor, had long 
passed his majority, when he quitted a handi- 
craft employment to commence a course of 
preparation for the ministry. He early mani- 
fested a love of information, and had cherished 
it amidst numberless difficulties. Having rea- 
lised a little money, he devoted himself to the 
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acquisition of Greek and Latin, in which, and in 
various branches of mathematical science, hiv 
proficiency was considerable. He became an 
inmate of our house in his thirty-fifth year,, 
after having terminated his second session at 
a Scottish university. As a teacher, he was* 
by no means efiicient. Neither his integrity, 
nor his learning, waff in fault; but he wanted! 
the faculty of explaining what he understood, 
and the art of creating respect foi his authority. 
His morals were blameless, and his simplicity 
such that his pupil could have overreached 
him. Two of his peculiarities were to me ex- 
ceedingly agreeable. One of these was a con- 
firmed habit of falling asleep over his books; 
the other a lately-acquired passion for novels 
and roihances. The first, probably, originated 
in his abandonment of manual for mental labor; 
the second owed its rise to an accidental ac- 
quaintance with the contents of a circulating 
library. 1 speedily* learned to avail myself of 
both. 

My father's love of order suggested a sys- 
tAnatic distribution of my time. His repeated 
endeavors to persuade or awe me into a dis- 
continuance of protracted morning slumbers, 
tolerated in the beginning on the score of de- 
bHitv, were entirely inefibctual. 1 seldom 
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breakfasted l>efore ten. Writing:, arithmetic^ 
and the vernacular tongue, occupied me until 
one, when I walked, or otherwise amused my- 
self, under the inspection of my tutor, until 
two, the hour of dinner. At three I resumed 
my position at the desk, labored at the classics 
and the more intricate tasks, and at six was 
released foi^tlie evening. 

My afternoon employments did not prosper. 
The close air of the attib chamber, oppressive 
on retiring from the dinner table, vfas laden 
with resistless heaviness to the eyelids of Mr 
Jonas. After adjusting himself in his easy 
chair, it was his custom to examine, me on 
short lessons prescribed the preceding day. 
Having gone through these, he specified oth- 
ers for present exercise, or directed me to re- 
con wherein I had been imperfect. He then 
slowly extracted a volume of his favorite fic- 
tion from the depths of the pocket of his ample 
black coat, extended his 4egs longitudinally, 
adjusted his body on an inclined plane, rested 
his elbows on the arms of his seductive seat, 
and retaining the book with both hands, pv- 
ed over its absorbing contents until his head, 
gradually courting support, sank, weighed • 
down by sleep, and the object of his attention 
fell upon the floor. At these critical momenta 
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I never failed to pick up the prostrate author. 
Lilly's grammar, or the . Use of the Globes, 
was instantly superseded, and, bending breath- 
lessly over the idle narrative, I remained rivet- 
ted by its extravagant details so long as I 
heard the deep-drawn inspiration of my pre- 
ceptor. When he exhibited signs of reviving 
perception} I cauiLiously deposited the volume 
at his feet, and reluctantly returned to the solid 
pursuits I had hasiily and foolishly relinquish- 
ed. 

Opportunities for this clandestine entertain- 
ment generally occurred four or five times a 
week. Sometimes, however, the pre-eminent 
attractions of a particular work threatened to 
interfere with Mr Jonas's nap. On these occa- 
sions I adopted the expedient of repeating a 
lesson in the low monotoiK)U8 tone familiar to 
vilkige teachers, and resembling the buzz of a 
captive bee. Had the breeze floated the sound 
over the poppy-fields of Asia Minor, scarcely 
could its narcotic influence have been more 
overpoweringly apparent. 

Eighteen months had expired, and my tutor, 
having skved the necessary funds, intimated 
his intention to pass a concluding session at 
the university, and expressed a wish to have 
his absence considered in the light qf a vaca- 
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tion from his existing daties. My father, after 
grave deliberation, granted the requeat, in de- 
ference to the applicant's merits exemplified in 
my improvement. Had he been acquainted 
with the extent of that improvement, he had 
spared his courtesy. But he was elated with 
the reports of my scholarship and docility. 
Our -apothecary, whose Latinity waB little 
more than a dim dream of hie, hcec^^koe, vouch- 
ed for my advances in the dead languages. My 
sire appreciated neat penmanship and readiness 
in accounts; and aunt Rehecca knew not what 
to think of my genius when 1 revealed to her 
the hour of ihe day at the antipodes, or, in 
soliciting a slice of bread, said, ' Da mihijTuS' 
turn panisV 

On a misty November morning, Mr Jonas 
Bartholomew departed for his tdma mater. 

My father bade him a cordial farewell, and 
I believe, to the grasp of the hand, ^dded 
something as substantial, to che^r himx>n the 
journey. When he was ^one,»I felt lonely and 
dispirited; his placid familiarity was pictured 
to my mind — it appeared like a softflunset, over 
which the gloom of parental vigilance was rap- 
idly gathering. Would I now "be tolerated in 
drawing soldiers and horses, instead of squares 
land triangles? — would I now. be enabled to 
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r steal away to the land of Romance — to wander, 
' with a fearful joy, among enchanted gardens, 
Alpine castlesi and mysterious forests, whexe 
eyery nook bristled with bandits? 

Although 1 was destined for one of the learn- 
ed professions, my father, whose strong prac- 
tical understanding looked directly to results^ 
was extremely solicitous that I should acquire 
a knowledge of the ordinary business of the 
world, as it presented itself in his immediate 
sphere. To farming affairs and their conse- 
quent, early rising, I had shown an unconquer- 
able aversion. Another experiment remained 
tp be tried. Be my future vocation what it 
might, an acquaintance with book-keeping 
. and bargain-making would be of unquestion- 
able utility. It was, therefore, decided that I 
should attend during the winter in the woollen 

drapery shop at E . 

I was not dissatisfied on the . announcement 
of the new arrangement The town, which I 
had never visited, save when under the super- 
vision of my seniors, and then but cursorily 
and at distant intervals, awakened my curiosi- 
ty. I also cherished the hope that I should 
there suffer less restraint, and find comrades 
more to my taste than the monotonous 
Thorpes. My father had ceased to take 
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: apprentices, and entrusted the subordinate de- 
partments of tAe trade to two actire youug' 
men, with moderate salaries. I'was a favor-** 
ite with both ; but the junior, by the present of 
a*whip, to which an ivory whistle was append- 
/ed, ranked first in roy esteem. 

*It was not long ere t discovered that expec- 
tation had outshot the truth. The labor of 
. folding and unfolding heavy pieces of cloth— of 
.answering every inquirer — and making ntim- 
'berless entries in a day-book, accorded ill -with 
.my romantic temperament. My father .was 
rarely absent, as the farm lay lightly on his 
hands during the season of cold and stovm. 
'When he chanced to be called away, his orders 
were imperative that 1 should on no pretext 
^uit the *shop until the usual messenger arrived 
!to conduct me home. AH the members of tils 
«circle knew the danger of disobeying him^ but 
on a memora1>le occasion his coifimand was dis- 
regarded. He had hurried ofi" before dawn ef a 
March morn to purchase cattle at a fair held 

about te^ miles from E -. His return was not 

anticipated until late in the evening, and with 
fihanie I acknowledge that his departure, and 
Intended stay, gave me pleasure. I tripped to 
the town with the levity of a school-boy, exult- 
ing in » holydiiy^ and posting myself at the 
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shop-door, ireamt qply of the indolent gratifi- 
cation of gazing around me. 

In the aflernoon, while surveying objects of* 
passing iaterest, the sound of a drum and 
clarionety with a clamorous accompaniment o£' 
shouting-boys, broke upon my ear. I advanc- 
ed in^the direction of the boisterous music, and 
saw such a merry assemblage that I could hard- 
ly forbear taking a part in the sport. A band, 
dressed in< scarlet and gold somewhat tarnish- 
ed, were playing' with might and main, whije 
a humorous fellow, decked in all the colors of 
the rainbow, and mounted on a piebald horse,, 
performed antics so very comicaly that to re- 
frain from laughing was impossible. The pro- 
cession made a pause exactly in front of our 
shop; the musicians tooE breath, and the droll 
personage on horseback displaying a banner, 
on which' was inseribed in large letters — ' The 
Sieur Minch's Dominion of Fancy,' invited 

the ladies and gentleiben of E , to the 

most surprising exhibition in Europe. The 
entertainments were to consist of ground and 
. loAy tumbling — wonderful feats with cups and 
balls-^wire-dancing, and many astonbhing 
tricks, of which the public could have no prop- 
er idea until they witnessed the performance, 
then, about to commeiace. For ladies and 
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gentlemen the price of admission was sixpence; 
children under fburteen years of age were ad- 
missible at half the stim. 

Lest 1 should acquire mercenary or prodigal 
notions, I was denied the smallest allowance of 
pocket money; and as I wistfully watched the 
receding pageant, I could not help musing bit- 
terly on the pennyless lot that shut me out from 
the pleasures of the show. James, the junior 
shopntan, read in my melancholy countenance 
the wishes of my heart. He beckoned me to 
1^ corner, and asked in a whisper, if I longed to 
seethe Sieur Minch. Without waiting for a 
reply he thrust three-pence into my hand, 
recommended secrecy, and, presenting my 
cap, exhorted me to come back as soon as pos- 
sible. 

Delighted with ' the Dominion of Fancy,' I 
cared nothing for the inconvenience I experienc- 
ed from the pressure of a crowd, composed 
chiefly of ragged striplings, and the least rep- 
utable of the populace. In little more than an 
hour Mr Merryman informed the ' spectators 
that the amusements were at an end. I heard 
the announcement with regret, an^ was among 
the last to retire from the empire of canvass and 
saw-dust. 

The ground on which the Sieur Minch had 
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erected his theatre touched upon the outskirts 
of the town, where two suhurban roads branch- 
ed off at an acute angle, in the area of which 
lay a shallow bed of muddy water. A high 
wind that prevailed in the rooming had increase 
ed in violence, and as I emerged from * the Do- 
minion of Fancy,' it whirled the covering from 
my head, and propelled it within a few yards 
of the pool. A group of disorderly boys near 
the spot hallooed at my n^ischance^ and one of 
them, by a dexterous kick, set my cap, which 
was ahnost new, fairly afioat in the discolored 
element A triumphant roar of laughter ap- 
plauded the exploit. I burst into tears, and 
my distress only increasing the mirth of my 
persecutors, I sobbed aloud, more in anger thao 
in sorrow. 

* What are you doing here. Sir?' cried a 
voice, that caused my breast to throb like a 
bird's in the grasp of its captor. < What are 
you doing here. Sir?' repeated my father, who 
was just returning from the fair. 

I sprang into the pool — rescued my cap, and, 
unmindful of the water by which it was tho- 
roughly soaked, clapt it upon my crown. 

My father alighted from his horse, and ^gfeun 
demanded what had brought me there, and i|i 
such company. 

8 
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I stood shivering and silent. The hoy whose 
malignity had proved the indirect source of my 
misfortune, pointing to the scene of m^ disobe- 
dience, exclaimed that I had heen at Minch's 
exhibition. Which was but a few minutes closed. 

My father pulled off my cap — bound a silk 
handkerchief aronnd my head — placed me be- 
hind him on the croup of the saddle, and rode 
home without saying another syllable. 

I was lefl in suspense until the conclusion of 
our evening meal, when I was brought up' for 
judgment in presence of my aunt, who declared 
that she could not intercede i<)r any creature 
80 graceless as to steal to the haunts of godless 
vagabonds. I was examined narrowly, to as- 
certain under whose authority I had transgress- 
ed, and from what quarter I* had derived the 
means. I made the humblest acknowledgment 
of guilt, and vowed never to do the like again. 
But although a full pardon was offered as the 
reward of a discovery, I resolved to endure the 
worst rather than betray my pjcfr friend James. 
Finding mefirmj no further questions were ask- 
ed. I was lectured on the enormity of the of- 
fence, aggravated by the obstinate concealment 
of my adviser *s name, ordered to bed, and 
warned to expect punis'hment in the morning. 

I knew but too well that whatever my ik^ 
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ther promised, whether of good or i/I, he was 
bent to execute. He had procrastinated the pen- 
alty of my error, mistrusting the warmth of his 
temper, and fearing to give to irritation more 
than he owed to justice. Yet hje woulcl have been 
more merciful .to me, $ind lenient to himself, 
had he inflicted instant correction. I had never 
received serious chastisement,and nervous terror 
exaggerated both the, shame and the suffering. 
To my accustomed form of prayer I added an 
earnest petition that the threatening hand 
might be averted. . Supplication was not the. 
harbinger of peace. My feverish cheek felt as 
it would scorch the pillow. I dreamt of drown-i 
ing, and-^of being mangled by savage beasts. 
It was the first night of menial misery. 

I was awakened by the shrill note of my cana- 
ry. He reminded his master that it was time to 
furnish his diurnal rations.^ 

* Patience, dear Tom!' said I, turning to- 
wards the cage. My cap was suspended near 
it, soiled and out of shape. Recoiling, I cover- 
ed up my face. A heavy foot ascended the 
stairs— my father kept his word. 
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CHAPTER III. 

My business education was soon brought to 
a close. From the period of dereliction I was 
forbidden to appear in the shop, unless when 
under paternal inspection. I was at no pains 
to conceal the irksomeness of duties thus regu- 
lated. I was chidden in presence of strangers 
in terms very mortifying, and retorted the sup- 
posed indignicy by sullenness and inattention 
to the customers. My conduct was reported 
to my father, who ordered me to remain at 
home until the return of Mr Jonas. After his 
arrival a circumstance occurred not unworthy 
of being related. 

High-sounding words had peculiajr charms 
for me. i loved tl^e sonorous names, as well 
as the surpassing fables^ of heathen mythology, 
and was partial to geography and the globes, 
of which I understood not a tittle, on account 
of their 'longitude and latitude— equinoctial 
and meridian — azimuth circles and eclipdc* — 
appellatives of distant countries and constella- 
^ons. These I used to amuse myself by repeat- 
ing when in bed, in a sort of singing tone, and 
also before my aunt,and our old female servant, 
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who were half afraid that the pressure oflearn" 
ing would turn my hrain. I had read of mag- 
ic and its operatious, and of the influence of 
the stars, and I faneiiully invested the magnifi* 
cent phrases I had collected with attributes of 
congenial mystery. The twelve signs of the 
Zodiac were, in an especial manner, endeared 
to my imagination. 

There was a fine garden of early fruits 
about three miles from our house, the owner 
of which had invited me to visit it, along, 
with the two sons of a neighboring farmer. 
Afler much persuasion I obtained leave to go, 
with many emphatic admonitions to return by 
sunset. My companions were older than I — 
simple, good-humored lads. The day was 
beautiful, and we were as happy as it was 
long. We -fished for minnows — explored the 
nests of birds and bees, and feasted on the most 
delicious berries of every variety of color and 
flavor. Evening approached all too fast, and 
regretfully I warned my comrades that it was 
time to retrace our steps. They detuned me 
under difierent pretences, until twilight was 
setting in, when we departed, laden with fruit, 
and the spoils procured in our rambles. 

'Part of our way lay through a wooded val- 
ley, which had a lonesome effect in the declin- 
3* 
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ing light. The discourse turned upon ghosts,, 
goblins, and fairies, with whom 1 boasted an in- 
timate acquaintance. I was listened to with a 
d^erence that increased as the road became more 
solitary. While we proceeded I spoke of the 
twelve signs of the Zodiac, and of the extraordi- 
nary power I held over them. Questioned as to 
what they were like, I described them as wonder- 
ful beings living where the sun went down, in 
palaces of fire, called azimuth circles. Entering 
a glade, in the centre of which stood the trunk 
of a blighted oak, I rested beside it, and inform- 
ed my friends, who seemed to doubt my de- 
scription, that, if they had courage to behold 
them, I would there favor them with a sight 
of the twelve signs of the Zodiac, snorting 
like mad horses caparisoned in flame. I began 
to chaunt a medley of polysyllables, in imita- 
tion of a conjuror muttering a spell, when my 
terrified companions, imploring me to desist, 
fleconded their entreaties by an ofier of all they 
had gathered at the garden. This I declined, 
and suggested, instead, an exchange of toys 
with one of the brothers, who possessed a play- 
thing I greatly coveted, though less expensive 
than, my own. He innocently agreed to the 
proposed barter, and I put an end to the oon- 
jwration^ secretly elated by my supedor saga- 
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city.— Such was the deception practised by a 
child upon children; an example to philosophic 
minds, of the process hy which priestcraft 
may have forged the machinery of superstition 
in the infancy of man. 

Though sporting thus with the timidity of 
others, I was by no means free from similar 
fears myself. 1 had read and heard tro much 
of phantoms not to be th3 slave of a thousand 
• absurd conceits. On this occasion, I suffered 
a punishment equally equitable and severe, had 
it been given for duping my assoc'ates, in place 
of outstaying the leave of absence. I was 
obliged to go to bed in the dark, which I dread* 
ed exceedingly. I would almost have prefer- 
red a whipping, and that, I believe, would 
have been my lot, in addition,' but for the ear- 
nest mediation of my aunt. 

Mr Jonas remained with us another year, 
his yoke silting as easy on me as bc;fore. His 
mode of inculcating an acquaintance with the 
higher branches of learning'was more pleasant 
than profitable. In translating Latin, or 
Greekj he never permitted me to pause for the 
interpretation of an obscure word, hut antici- 
pated every deficiency. Chiefly self-taught, 
his. prosody was lamentably bad, and mine be- 
came proportionably vicious. I knew nothing 
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of mathematical scienoe beyond {he deUneatiop 
of geometrical figures. These I cppied into a 
handsome book; and, having a taste for draw- 
ing, embellished them with carious devices. 
My father was led to consider this volume, 
and one containing Latin exercises, written 
und^r the eye of my tutor, as unerring testi- 
monials of a satisfactory progress. He exhib- 
ited them with feelings not to be misunder- 
stood, to persons on whose judgment he 
thought he could rely. They did, as people 
too frequently do in such circumstances, — 
suited their answers to the inclination of the 
inquirer, fi ut, whatever might be the extent 
of paternal delight in my attainments, it was 
carefully concealed from me, under the impres- 
sion that juvenile vanity would be inflated, and 
the wholesome rigor of discipline injuriously 
relaxed, by the open recognition of desert 
The per jpdical celebration of the sacrament 
was observed in our family according to the 
strictest rites of Pr&sby teriahism, which gene- 
rally enjoin attendance on public worship on 
two secular days previous, and one posterior, 
to the Sabbath set ^>art for the ordinance. 
The constraint and austerity that accompanied 
these observances gave me a dislike to their 
C^currence^ incapable as I was of appreciating 
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their spiritual importance. One approached 
w hich I was extremely anxious to evade, not 
less from an indisposition to involuntary con* 
finement, than from the severity of the weath- 
er. On Thursday and Saturday, however, I 
was obliged to go, and was ordered to rise be- . 
times on Sunday morning, as the length of 
the service demanded an earlier commencement 
than usual. In the interval I happened to dis- 
cover a romance belonging to Mr Bartholo- 
mew, who was then on a visit at our pastor's. 
It was styled ' The Horrors of Oakendale Ab- • 
bey' — a name after my own heart* Regard- 
ing it as a treasure, I placed it beneath my 
pillow; and. awaking at the dawn of morning, 
dived into its contents. These proved .so se- 
ductive, that, to enjoy them without interrup- 
tion, I determined on pleading illness as an ex- 
cuse for staying at home. 

When the household assembled to prayer, my 
absence was perceived, and my aunt went her- 
self to call me. In answer to her summons I 
aaid that I was unwell, and 'would rather not 
rise. She asked the nature of my complaint; I 
told her it was violent headach. I declined, the 
offer of food, lest the truth should be suspect- 
ed; and she quitted the apartment, apparent- 
ly impressed with the conviction that I could not 
mingle with safety in the devotions of the day. 
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In about an hour afterwards, I noted the 
bustle of departure, and, concluding^ that I ran 
no risk of detection, brought forth the romance 
from its hiding-place and soon lost myself 
in its perusal. Alarmed by the sudden opening 
of the door, I had barely time to thrust 
the forbidden volume under the clothes, ere 
my father was by the bed-side. He look- 
ed hard at me for an instant, then, by a 
jerk of the sheet, stripped me of all covering 
but the night dress, and laid bare * The 
"Horrors of Oakendale Abbey.' Examin-. 
ing its title page, he commanded me to 
prepare immediately for church.- I obeyed 
him with the tremulousn€;^s of a discovered 
felon. . 

Divine service lasted for above six successive 
hours, and, at its termination, I was really ill, 
partly for want of a reguly breakfast, as a 
substitute for which my aunt secretly convey- 
ed me some slices of bread, and partly from 
an indescribable apprehension of the conse- 
quences of my duplicity. Nothing occurred on 
that day inconsistent, with the solemnity of a 
Christian Sabbath. 

On the next, the Rev. Jeremiah Thorpe, 
and the co-operating clergymen, were to dine 
at our house. In the morning my father de« 
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spatched a messenger for my tutor, and, oq his 
arrival* I was ordered into their presence.' 
The captured rolume was produced, and J was 
sternly desired to*explain hbw it came into my 
hands. I stood trembling, with sealed lips and 
downcast looks. Though threatened with the 
heaviest punishment of contumacy, I still 
m§iintained silence. 

My benevolent teacher wias sadly perplexed, 
between compassion for me and fear for him- 
self, but the latter gave way, and he stated 
that I must have obtained the book from his col^ 
lection, and would naturally^conceive. there was 
no impropriety in reading it. My father, cold- 
ly observing that this did' not exculpate me 
from the crime of telling a wilful falsehood to 
avoid the performance of a sacred duty, dis- 
missed me to the solitude of my room. There 
my meals were served up to me, and there I 
was confined during the stay of Mr Thorpe and 
his friends,— an unprecedented humiliation. 

Early on Tuesday, Mr Bartholomew mad& ' 
his appearance, as I supposed, to recommence 
his lessons. Seeking for the signs of pleasing. 
, intelligence in his kindly countenance, it s^m- 
ed unusually troubled. He sat down, drew 
me towards him, and, placing my hands in his, 
said, in a faltering tone, that he came to bid 
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me farewell, Mr Earnshaw having dispensed 
with his services. I was moved to weeping. 
Though his own eyes were not dry, he did his 
best to comfort me^ but his .endeavors were in- 
effectual. — My misconduct was io blame for 
all! 

His dismissal had been conveyed to him in 
a letter, enclosing a quarter's salary above his 
claim. My father had gone abroad to escape 
remonstrance, or a parting interview. His 
mind was in a state not more enviable than 
ours. Harshness, in action, was uncongenial 
to his nature — and pursuing his inflexible no- 
tions of right both, fretted and distressed him. 
But his resolves were unalterable as the Medi- 
an and Persian law;s — and of that Mr Jonas 
was sufficiently assured to deem our separation 
permanent. 

The worthy man gave me his blessing at 
parting, and enjoined me to honor my father, 
and obey him, in whatever he required, as he 
would inculcate nothing but that which was 
dictated by conscience and afiection. He cau- 
tioned me against the slightest deviation from 
the truth, as offensive to our Maker, and de- 
grading in the estimation of our fellow crea- 
tures — and admitted his error in introducing 
books into the house of which his employer 
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disapproved, and which he himself cou/d not 
honestly recommend to the immature judgment 
of youth. 

My. English education was supposed to he 
complete, and i was entered at a classical 
school, kept by a French priest, called Dubois, 
a name that appears to be common to all our 
expatriated neighbors. He had been settled 
twenty years at E — ■ — , and was popular 
among the middle ranks^ from his liberality of 
sentiment and the suavity of his manners. 
There were various reasons for fixing me with 
him, in preference to other and n)ore compe<» 
tent teachers in the place. -His terms were the 
lowest — he taught his native tongue with the 
Parisian accent; but the paramount induce-* 
ment was his agreeing to examine me every 
Saturday in the Presbyterian Catechism. 
This he consented to do, with the titmost 
cheerfulness, for a trifling consideration. 

Had Scaliger, Lipsius, Cronovius, or any 
other of the puissant commentators, whose 
critical powers raised them almost to an 
equality with the authors on whom they des^*' 
canted, witnessed the economy of the Abbe'a 
establishment, and listened to the barbarous 
jargon that profaned Ionian and Ausonian song, 
unutterable must have been his disgust, pro- 

4 
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found his indignation. In his best days the 
Abbe's scholarship would have failed to secure 
him his daily bread in his own country, and 
his subsequent position in a foreign, land aug- 
mented his incapacity. His Anglo-Gallic pro- 
nunciation made it impossible, for one not fa- 
miliar with his mode, to foljow his prelections; 
and his style of translation, frommisconception 
of the fitting English phraseology, was ofcen 
ludicrously inappropriate. In addition to this, 
he was an enthusiastic musician; and though 
fifty years of age, and a clergyman of unblem- 
ished reputation, not a little vain of his per- 
son. 

l^ere were a number of grown-up idle boys 
at the school, and they did just as they pleased. 
While the Abbe, keeping time, fingered his 
flute or his. vioUn, they wasted time in countless 
mischievous intentions. My bashful inexpe- 
rience, comparative weakness, the quaint cut 
of my coat, and especially the Saturday's cate- 
chetical examinations, caused them to make 
me the continual butt of their practical jests. 
I* was obliged to fight lads bigger than myself, 
add at the risk of being thrice beaten — by my 
opponent, by the teacher, and by my father. 
Some of my class-fellows were remarkable for 
humor, and indulged it upon the Abbe's pecu- 
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Harities. When certain words, which he pro- 
nounced very oddly, occurred in my lesson^ a 
twitch of the skirt reminded me of a compan- 
ion's mimicry, and made me laugh oudright. 
For this 1 was saluted with a smart slap of (he 
ratan. My frolicsome comrades thought it 
. excellent pleasantry. 

Unless in the heat of summer, M. Dubois 
placed his magisterial chair in front of the fire, 
where he loved to eit complacently surveying a 
well-turned limb, the calf of which was advan- 
tageously poised upon his knee. In the midst 
of his meditations an explosion of powder, 
produced by an adept in pyjo technics, would 
shoot a shower of cinders and liv^ coals on 
his fault^ss stocking8,and decorous inexpressi- 
bles. During the first burst of his resentment, 
the chief conspirators in #uch pranks looked 
towards me, then to him, ejaculating my name, 
as if in expostulation. This had the effect of 
bringing down the «torm upon my hapless 
head; and so strong was tbe mischievous con-* 
federacy, that defence, however valid, was of 
no avail. I was assailed by a still more pro* 
voking species of annoyanci?, founded upon the 
way in which the Abbe propounded the first 
question of the Catechism, « What is the chief 
end of man?' Whenever my persecutors could 
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taunt me with impunity, my ears were sure to 
be stunned b/ cries of« Sare, Vat is de shef 
end off man?' 

I was at last released from this lawless 
seminary, where there was little to be learned 
save the elements of misrule. The teacher 
had leil his flock to their own discretion for . 
an hour, having gone, at the invitation of an 
itinerant Italian, to inspect an inestiipable fid* 
die, called, by the cunning in catgut, a Cre- 
• mona. The moment his back was turned, the 
school was in an uproar. I was planted der 
murely in a corner, reading the 'Persian Tales,* 
when two arch-tyrants, seizing my .arms and 
holding mew fast, covered my eyelids with plas- 
ters of cobler's-wax, which they continued to^ 
press until it firmly adhered. I experienced the 
terrors of sudden blindness, and, in a transport 
Qf pain and anger, embittered by shouts and 
jeers, struggled to remove the materials of tor- 
ment. The warmth of my hands only aggra- 
vated the evil, and my eyelids became closely 
glued together. I was half frantic, when the 
approach of 'the master' was announced. My 
ingenious torturers began to console me, and 
proposed to take off the wax. Without wait- 
ing their victim's consent, they applied them- 
selves to their purpose, and with such dili- 
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pence, that, in a few seconds, I recovered my 
sight, but at the expense of the eyelashes, 
which were nearly eradic^ed. 

Sobs, that I could not smother, revealed my 
injuries to the Abbe, who, shocked at the delib- 
erate cruelty of the action, threatened gener- 
al chastisement unless the offenders were point- 
ed out. I ccJuld not be prevailed upon to in- 
form against them, although my heart was 
bursting from unrequited wrong. The rest 
of their school-mates, fearful of future ven- 
geance, kept the secret equally well. Rem- 
edies were applied to alleviate my sufferings, 
and I went away, promising not to tell stories 
at home. 

I was faithful to my pledge, but my eyes 
gave evidence of something amiss, and my fa- 
ther's inquiries of my fellow-pupils ascertained . 
the particulars of the maladventure. I have 
been told* that he waited upon the poor Abbe, 
and admonished him in a tone he long remem- 
bered. The only notice he took of the mat- 
ter to me was, on the next day, when, as I 
packed my satchel, he asked whither I was go- 
ing? I answered, to school. 'Throw down 
your book^,' said he, 'you go not there today 
— no — nor to-morrow.' 

4* 
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CHAPTER IV. 

Our pastor's eldest son, Mr Theophilus 
Thorpe, a young man of liberal acquirements 
and good abilities, who had just finished his 
theological studies, undertook to keep my an- 
cient literature from becoming obsolete, until 
I should again be con'signed to scholastic au- 
thority. The ardor with which he prosecu- 
ted his immediate pursuits, left him only an 
hour daily to devote to me. This was far top 
scanty an allowance for my wants. He felt 
it to be 60, and strongly recommended my fa- 
ther to perfect my education, by confiding me 
to the care of Dr Dyson, who boarded 
young gentlemen, and prepared them for the 
universities, at Mount Monasticon Academy, 

thirty miles from JE> . My progress, 

he doubted not, would amply repay the in- 
crease of expenditure. Upon my manifold 
deficiencies he prudently declinfed any comment. 
,The matter having been canvassed in our 
family month after month, the- counsel of 'Mr 
Theophilus was finally adopted. An outfit 
was provided, and the plan of travelling arrang- 
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ed, with as busy a note of preparation as if the 
hope of the house had been, about to explore 
the mysterious windings of the Niger. Many 
a little present had my aunt contrived for me — 
many an advice did she give me hot to forget 
the God of my fathers — and many a kiss she 
imprinted on my pale cheek, dewy with her 
tears, as she bade me farewell in the gray dawn 
of the morning. 

A sober vehicle, a light, covered cart, com- 
fortably fitted up for Sabbath-day uses, convey- 
ed us to Mount Monasticon. This had been 
the manorial residence of a forgotten race, and 
the traces of former splendor alarmingly' 
abounded. A rectilinear avenue, girt with 
giant oaks, inspired me with awe, which grew 
to absolute terror, when old Crossbow rested 
his tired limbs in front of an august portico, 
elevated on six snbw-whi te steps. My father 
plied the lion-faced knocker as lustily and care- 
lessly as if he had been' hammering a nail into 
a barn door. I thought him a bold man, and 
would have given the world to have been once 
more bounding over the unornamented lawn at 
Thorncroft. 

A powdered servant, formidably attired in 
parti-colored garments, ushered us into the larg- 
est apartment I had ever beheld. My spirit 
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died within me as I surveyed the mantel-piece 
of sculptured raarljle — the immense mirror — the 
dusky paintings, and the various* articles of 
luxury by which 1 was surrounded. I was 
dressed in 'my best clothes, yet I suspected 
their unworthiness of the place. My father's 
top-l)ootSj and buck-skin breeches, I regarded 
as utterly unseasonable. 

The monarch of the mansion joined us, and 
the chill of introduction was over. Doctor 
Trithemius Dyson, the 'great Graecist.' was 
an unbeneficed clergyman of the Established 
Church, tenacious, in spite of personal neglect, 
of its discipliiie, its pomp, and its privileges. 
In it, all his notions of moral, mental, or exter- 
nal grandeur, converged; and With him secta- 
rianism was a species of delinquency equally 
sprdid and sinful. His ideas were faithfully 
reflected by his lady, and extravagantly dilated 
by his two assistants. I shall remember the 
Doctor's person, dressj'and manner, as long as 
I live. He was between forty and fifty years 
of age — above the middle size, erect, and sin- 
ewy — his features sharp and querulous — his 
brow fretted with thin, peevish wrinkles — his 
mouth pursed ion one side by a habit of con- 
tracting it, and making a sibillating sound, 
when hearkening to what he disliked. He was 
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arrayed in complete sables, tastefully cut; but 
he violated the propriety of his costume by 
an uneasy trick of pulling up the waistband of 
his lower garments continually, and without 
any ostensible cause. 

My father entered upon preliminaries, and 
I attended vigilantly to the conversation. 
He informed the Doctor of his wish to place 
me under his charge to finish' a classical 
education, already far advanced, with a view 
to qualify me for a professional course at a 
university. 

* What profession ?' 
*A physician.' 

« What univiersity ?' 

' Glasgow.' 

The Doctor contracted the corner of his 
mouth, and made the habitual sound between 
chirping and hissing. 

* Glasgow or Edinburgh,' added my father. 
* A degree at an English university is beyond 
my means.' 

The Doctor bowed. 

The next point was a question of delicate 
adjustment — the amount of annual remunera- 
tion. This occupied some minutes, an en- 
trance-fee having proved a grievous stumbling- 
block to my father. I was sorely confounded 
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by his tradesmanlike higgling. I feared he 
would disgrace us both. The pecuniary diffi- 
culty set at rest, a still more inoportant 
affair was to be discussed — my religious ex- 
ercises. 

* We are of the Presbyteriah persuasion,' said 
my fath^. 

The Doctor commenced his oral music. 

* And,' continued he, ' I have a natural wish 
that my son should worship publicly with those 
of his own communion.' 

The Doctor, hitching up his inexpressibles, 
replied that such a thing was impossible at 
Mouat Monasticon, where there was not with- 
in ten miles a single dissenter. On this intima- 
tion his 'Visiter looked as if he were disposed to 
annul the agreement; but he contented himself 
by preferring a request concerning the exact 
appropriation of my Sabbath hours, in the 
manner observed at [Thorncroft, An assent 
obtained, betook leave, intending to drive part 
of the way homeward that night. 

Strikingly characteristic of my father's gene- 
eral bearing to me was the circumstance of our 
separation. We walked together, by the side 
of Crossbow, tp the termination of the avenue; 
there he stopped, and talked about my future 
correspondence. When this was arranged, h^ 
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expatiated on the stately appearance of Dr Dy- 
son's residence, and asked if I did not thinic it 
much finer than home. I exclaimed that it 
was — although at the moment I would willing- 
ly have relinquished all participation in its 
splendor for the quiet attic room Sacred to the 
slumbers of Mr Jonas. The liveliness of my 
affirmative offended him, and he lectured on 
my pride and ingfratitude with unwonted harSh- 
ness. Censure so undeserved, and at such a 
time, cut me to the soul. He hurried into the 
vehicle, without even saying,- good-bye, Rob- 
ert. The roll of the receding wheels smote 
gratingly ufon my ear. I would have cared 
little had they passed over me — I felt so deso- 
late. I could not then have believed that so 
unkind a parting "originated in attachment self- 
distrustingly strong. 

My fellow-pupils were above thirty in num- 
ber, mostly the sons of men of opulence. In 
adventitious circumstances, I was the least for- 
tunate at the school. My compeers were 
smartly dressed' — had an allowance of pocket- 
money, with an abundance of playthings, and 
were frequently invited, at the end of the week, 
to the houses of the neighboring gentry. To 
these gratifications I was a stranger. The last 
was denied to my station; the others my father 
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wlthYiBld, from the conviction that they would 
generate indolence and ostentations folly. I 
was provided with substantial clothing^ but it 
was always fashioned in a style that greatly an- 
ticipated my growth. A vexation of this kind 
may be trifligg to a philosopher — to a philoso- 
pher's unfriended heir at a seminary like 
Mount Monasticon, it would prove sufficiently 
serious. Boys, at a public school, should nev- 
er be placed upon a footing- of inequality with 
their fellows. They are soon taught the per- 
ception of their inferiority, which .is alike de- 
trimental to their happiness and in(}ependence. 
I had, professedly, read a considerable num- 
ber of Latin and Greek authors^ and upon my 
iiominal advances had my father grounded his 
representations and injunctions to Dr Dyson. 
In reality, however, I was ignorant of both 
languages, with the exception of a facility of 
translating passa'ges conned times innumerable, 
and the remembrance of declensions and conju- 
gations, with gYammatical rules T was unable to 
apply. Mythology, and Greek and Roman his- 
tory, I thoroughly understood. It was desired 
and expected by my father that I should not 
retrograde in my studies, which, as new mas- 
ters have new modes, he cautiously guarded 
against by his premonitions. I was, according- 
ly, enrolled in the senior classes. 
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My probationary attempt was signally un- 
fortunate. I have said that my prosody was vi- 
cious; I might term it execrable, for M. Dubois 
completed what Mr Bartholomew had begun. 
I knew no more of dactyl or spondee than I did 
of the Talmud. Now it happened that Mount 
Monasticon academy was especially famed for 
the purity of its classical enunciation, and its 
head was extremely solicitous to sustain its re- 
putation in this particular. The morning of 
my introduction to the school, I was submitted 
to a private trial upon the iCneid of Virgil, 
which I construed fluently, but read in a way 
that disgusted my examiner, who ordered me 
to join a class then repeating their lesson in 
Alvari's prosody to the chief assistant. 

The assistant's name was Pack. The im- 
ages of those we have loved dwell long in recol- 
lection; and so, I grieve to say, do the images 
of those we have not loved. At this hour en- 
mity to any human being is distant from my 
heart; and yet, were I to recognize the tall, 
slim, modishly attired figure of this man, his 
light locks, and his icy, supercilious smile, I 
should be seriously discomposed. I used to per- 
plex myself endeavoring to account for his 
perverse pleasure in rendering me miserable. 
I have heard and seen too much of the abuse 
5 
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of authority, in later yeare, to wonder at the 
most fantastic freak of cruelty played by one 
creature of clay upon another. 

Mr Pack desired me to translate the rule M, 
in the section De Ultimis SyUains — ' Mvorat 
EetJUipsis: prisci breviare solebcmt,* I had nev^^ 
cr looked at the rule before — I blushed — hesi- 
tated — was embarrassed. My class-fellows ex- 
changed significant nods and winks. The ush- 
er, with asperity, commanded me to proceed. I 
construed it thus:— -M — the letter M — vorat, de- 
vours; Ecthlipm, eclipse; jE>m<», the fishes; sole* 
banij are acustomed; breviare , to cut the matter 
short ! A subdued peal of laughter rolled along 
the circle. Mr Pack complimented me with a 
sneer, and my * eclipse' being converted into 
an * eclipse of the moon,' the humorists of the 
establishment were furnished with a more 
tormenting cry than the * Vat is de shefend ojff" 
man' of the Abbe's turbulent legion. 

This unlucky beginning was the omen of 
my academical career. I was retained in the 
higher grades of instruction, in deference to 
paternal solicitude; but my position was at the 
base, of which I was invariably the crowning 
ornament. I neither shared the rewards nor 
the chastisements dealt out to the general bo- 
dy. Vet though the fertda never dishonored 
my palm, I was the constant object of sarcas- 
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tic remarks, not less depressing than corpore- 
al castigation. My father's rigid sovereignty 
had, in a measure, broken me in for mental 
thraldom; had it been otherwise, this must 
have quite overlaid my spirit As it was, I 
lost every spark of emulation — every hope of 
success, and began despondingly to acquiesce 
in the oft-expressed opinion that I was an in- 
corrigible blockhead. The continual grinding 
of reprehension will deaden the energies of the 
generous mind, to which judicious encourage- 
ment is a health-infusing stimulant. Like the 
element that elevates the aeronaut above the 
mists of the nether world, considerate praise 
buoys up the soul of youth to aspirations after 
aloflierfield of enterprise than its accustomed 
Bcene of triumph. 

Dt Dyson had the vulgar attribute of 
genius— eccentricity. In the period of the 
year when fires were burned in the school- 
room, he practised a pastime, which as I was 
not a sufferer by it, would, I confess, have 
tickled me greatly, could I have dared to enter-* 
tain merriment when my preceptor was the 
agent. While disburthening a class of their 
tasks, he frequently reduced the nearest mem- 
bers to an awkward dilemma. Having.brought 
the massive poker to a red heat, he caused it 
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to desbribe a circle in the air, catching it ad- 
roitly in its descent by the temperate extremi- 
ty. If the head classmen gave his feat the 
tribute of a smile, he greeted them with some 
transient but piquant stripes, for their imper- 
tinent familiarity; if they affected a stoical de- 
meanor, he bestowed an awakening flagellation 
for their sullen indifference. 

There was a seat allotted to each scholar,and 
mine fell in a disagreeable neighborhood. I 
was between Scylla and Charybdis — Peel on 
the right — Gower on the lefl. They were 
alike haughty and phlegmatic,alike vain of their 
gold watches and baubles; equally full of fam- 
ily carriages and high connections: but while 
Gower shunned the' draper's boy,' like lepro- 
8y,he did not descend to the minute malignities 
of Peel. The physical appearance, too, of the 
former, harmonized with his pretensions; the 
latter, on the contrary, was a broad-backed, 
sleepy-eyed, anti-patrician looking lad. A line 
of separation was drawn by the two magnates, 
in the nature of a cordon samiaire^ the integri- 
ty of which, in political phrase, I was forbidden 
to violate. I was to consider their books — 
their very apparel — tabooed. If I addressed a 
random word to Gower, he surveyed me for a 
second, with the drooping eye-lid exhibited in 
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the common portraits of Lord ByTon, then 
turned away in silent disdain. In a similar 
case, Peel's drawling tone would admonish my 
presumption, telling me to bear in mind, that 
the draper who cut the cloth, was but a slight 
remove above the tailor who fashioned it. 
How I longed but for one hour of manhood, 
when a few years' seniority would form no in- 
superable barrier to retaliation ! 

I had only a single friend — Frank Rodney— 
a youth two or three years older than I was; 
less robust than Peel, and altogether of a dif- 
ferent mould. He was the son of a country 
gentleman, whose seat was in the vicinity of 
Thorncroflt. Coming from the same district, 
he felt an interest in me, which increased On 
perceiving my forlorn condition. I was proud 
of his attentions, for he was a general favor- 
ite, and worthy of popularity. He was straight 
as an arrow; good humor danced in his bright 
eyes; the rose of Lancaster shed a perpetual 
summer upon his cheek; his glossy locks clus- 
tered above an open brow, and his features 
were defined with the soft precision of sculp- 
ture. No cloud ever hung upon his spirits; 
excelling in athletic sports, in which he de- 
lighted, and destined for a military life, he had 
no respect for the ancients, no ambition to be- 
6* 
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come mighty in Uoratian metres, or the £o1ic 
digamma. . Many auricular impressions did he 
receive from the chastening hand of his indig- 
nant preceptor, but the punishment and its ob- 
ject faded from his memory, almost as fast as 
the rush of color, which followed his humili- 
ation, returned to its fountain. 

Peel was engaged at bowls, when I, run- 
ning across the green, accidentally intercept- 
ed his cast. Irritated at the interruption, he 
rolled a bowl af\er me, which, tripping me in 
my career, produced a violent fall. My knee 
was severely hurt, and while I smarted from 
the pain, the enemy exulted in the certainty of 
his aim. This was less tolerable than the in- 
jury itself, and I could not refrain from vent- 
ing the gall of resentment. Frank Rodney, 
attracted to the spot by my reproaches, insist- 
ed on Feel apologizing for the wrong I had 
sustained. The latter, sulkily demanding what 
right he had to interfere, scornfully observed 
that it would be a pretty thing for him to beg 
pardon of a tap&^eller's son. « Then you shall 
beg both his and mine,' said Frank, inflicting a 
blow that caused him to recoil several paces^and 
which he quickly followed up by another. Go w- 
er interposed, and they separated. A formal 
complaint was preferred against Rodney, who 
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underwent severe penance; but our /riendship 
was firmly cemented, and I experienced subse- 
quently the salutary effects of his protection. 
There was a yearly examination, at which 
premiums were awarded, held at Mount Mo- 
il asticon. To this opportunity of displaying 
.talent my father looked with great anxiety, 
morally persuaded that his son would be pre- 
eminent in the honorable contest. My palpable 
deficiencies prevented Dr Dyson from bringfing 
me forward on the first of these occasions that 
occurred. This my father understood to be 
owing to my recent acquaintance with a new 
system of instruction. His hopes and my fears 
were fixed upon the next. I knew myself to 
be intrinsically little improved, and I had a 
horror of going home at the vacation, without 
a testimonial that money had uot been lavish- 
ed upon me in vain. As the period drew nigh, 
I became restless and unhappy. 

The eventful day arrived, and passed with- 
out a laurel for Rodney, or for me. We had 
arranged to travel together in returning to our 
respective abodes. When we commenced our 
• journey j wide was the contrast between us. 
He was rosy and joyous as a Grecian youth, 
bounding to a festival; — I resembled a palid 
victim, about to be immolated at the altar of a 
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barbarian deity. I revealed to him the secret 
of my sorrow, and he did his best to comfort 
me. His well meant efforts were unavailing^. 
I might agree with him that premiums were 
not always the test of merit, and it was quite 
true that he shared my disgrace, if disgrace it 
were, — but would our opinion, or his example, 
justify 'me in the sight of him to whom I was 
accountable? 

Frank accompanied me to the door, and 
seeing me smilingly received, bade a cheerAil 
good even. My aunt led the way to the snu^ 
parlor, where she had provided a repast, 
comprising a variety of rustic delicacies. She 
was expressing her surprise thatl had grown 
so tall since our last meeting, when my father, 
who had been summoned to some household 
affairs after our salute, entered the room. 

* Well, Robert,' said he, * what about the 
premiums ?' 

* The premiums. Sir?' 

* Yes, the premiums.' 

* Why, Sir, Dr Dyson 's such a strange 
teacher ' 

'Where 's your voice. Sirrah ?~6peak that I * 
may hear you !' 

* Frank Rodney got no premium, Sir.' 

* But have you got none?' 
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* Not this time, Sir.' 

* Then begone from my presence, and never 
let me see your face again. Bury yourself in 
bed, you sluggard, where you have wasted 
your time and my substance !' 

He paced the apartment in a fever of emotion. 
I moved to obey him, and notwithstanding my 
aunt^s counter exertions to induce me to eat, 
fled to my chamber, where, prostrate on the 
bed, I gave scope to the agitation of my bosom. 
I heard the murmur of discordant discussion 
beneath, and the fitful swell of my father's 
voice reprobating all appeal on my behalf. 
Alas! thought I,this is a dreary welcome! 

About the usual hour of repose, the door was 
noiselessly opened,and aunt Rebecca approach- 
ed with a nice supper on a tray. 

* Your father is very angry, Robert,' said 
she, * he blames your neglect for the loss of 
these premiums; and, indeed, I wish you had 
gained them, for our friends were led to ex- 
pect you would, after the expense incurred for 
your learning. But what^s past cannot be re- 
called—endeavor to eat something, and we'll 
strive to pacify your father tomorrow. Good 
night, child! I hope you have not forgotten 
to pray regularly, morning and evening; Good 
night, Robert!' 
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« Good night, dearest aunt!' ' 
I was still undressed. I seated myself oppo- 
site the viands, of which, tempting though 
they were, I could not taste a morsel. Re- 
clining partially on the hed, 1 fell into a train 
of melancholy musing. The weariness of trav- 
el imperceptihly weighed down my eyelids. 
Starting from a half hour's slumber, I could 
scarcely persuade myself that I was at home. 
The curtains, with their grotesque pattern, 
the print of Elisha and the Shunamice's son, 
in its black oak frame, assured me it was no 
dream. The supper — O, too true! too true! 
On the spot where my orisons were breathed 
of old, 1 again bent in humble adoration to an 
Almighty Father. Nor was thy name omitted, 
offended parent, when invoking countless bless- 
ings on those I loved ! I laid me down to rest 
with a soul that tasted of tranquillity, though 
the sense of bitterness had not passed away* 
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CHAPTER V. 

Paternal favor was with difficulty regained. 
At length, however, by the representations of 
friends, who were aware of Dr Dyson's anti- 
4sectarian prejudices, united to the spontaneous 
evidence of Frank Rodney, who visited us fre- 
quently, and protested I had sustained foul play, 
my lost position was apparently recovered, 
The classics had fallen into disrepute, and it 
was ruled that they should receive a valedic- 
tion. To fill up the interval previous to enter- 
ing college, I was sent to learn the art of com- 
pounding medicine with Mr Penrose, our apo- 
thecary. 

Rodney called upon me in this new capacity, 
and laughed to see me in the shop attire < cull- 
ing of simples.' Very opposite was his equip- 
ment to my mechanical appointments. A cos- 
tume, in which fashion was accommodated to 
his age and the character of his form, gave full 
effect to his blossoming beauty. He backed 
like an Arab, a steed of high blood and perfect 
symmetry, and his attendant dogs were mod- 
els of docility and elegance. He seemed so un- 
conscious of his attractions, that to refuse him 
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admiration was impossible. My contentment 
would have been less disturbed had our inti- 
macy ceased to exist. 

He was the eldest son of Mr Rodney, of 
St Aymers, a gentleman of fair estate and. an- 
cient ancestry. To qualify him for the better 
discharge of the duties of his station, he was- 
about to be transferred to the university, and 
thence to the army for such a term of servicer 
as might accomplish him in the knowledge of 
men and manners. Previous to his departure 
for Oxford, I was invited to spend a few days, 
at the iamily mansion. 

My father was unwilling to sanction accept^ 
ance of the invitation, i'rom a dislike to what- 
ever bordered on obligation to his superiors 
in fortune, and an apprehension that inter- 
course with the afiluent would create a love of 
luxury and aversion to necessary toil. The 
affectionate importunity of my aunt succeeded 
in obtaining a reluctant leave of absence for 
one day and night; that expired, I was, on 
pain of severe displeasure, to return to my em- 
ployment. 

The dim groves, emerald meadows, transpa- 
rent waters, gorgeous pavilions, and castellated 
fabrics of romance, arose in .imagination, 
when before me lay the antique hall of St 
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Aymers, with its rich umbrage of oak and 
pine, its verdant slopes, cloud-reflecting lake, 
fugacious rills, and picturesque pleasure-domes. 
Mr Aodi^ey's just perception and refined taste* 
had fostered instead of forcing nature, and 
each prominent feature of hi§ ample demesne, 
like a lovely bride fitly apparelled, had its ap- 
propriate ornament. The grounds and gar- 
dens were not converted into nurding recepta- 
cles for puny plants, languishing aAer the 
quickening influence of a tropical sun. The 
buildings were not profantd by the meretri- * 
eious union of Greek and English architecture, 
resembling the revolting incorporation of hos- 
tile forms in the senseless objects of, pagan 
worship. No weather-bronzed statue bore 
silent testimdiiy to the fnfelicity of the clime. 
No rebellious fountain, criminating its fashion- 
er, refused to add' its diminutive trickle to the 
ever-flowing stream and fertilizing shower. 
To' the sky and the soil art had assimilated its 
embellishments; and the result of its labors 
was a scene abounding in the majestic graces 
of a British landscape, which shone serenely 
superior to the proudest-array of borrowed 
blandishments from a foreign land. Little 
have they meditated on the munificent wis*^ 

dom that intersected an exuberant globe by 
6 
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mountains, seas, and rivers — that clad one 
section in greenness always vernal, another in 
a wintfy vesture of perennial snow — who have 
* failed in discovering in its minutest divisions d 
material as well as an intellectual genius, cal- 
culated, when freely expanded, to bring fortb^ 
in their most captivating guise, the latent seeds 
of grandeur and of beauty. Nature is inSpa- 
tient of uniformity, and shoWers, with a liber- 
al hand, the elements of variety. Mountains 
of granite •invited the Egyptian's ponderous 
chisel; quarries of purest marble courted the 
delicate workmanship of Greece ; a humid at- 
mosphere would have frustrated the achieve- 
ments, of both. 

The nervousness, which as usual accom- 
panied an introduction into a new sphere of 
society, was speedily dispelled by the recep- 
tion I experienced at St Aymers. The glad 
abundance of fruits and flowers which diver- 
sified the ibliage of plant and tree, ministered 
less to the benignity of this silvan paradise 
than did its bright assemblage of happy faces. 
Mr and Mjs* Rodney had no wish beyond 
the limits of their domestic circle, unless such 
as philanthropy dictated. Their children and 
dependants were emulous of their smil^; 
around them the despotism of patriarchal gov- 
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ernment was unknown; to signify their will 
was to be obeyed with pleasure. As the 
companion of their son, I met an exhilarating 
welcome. A change had .pkssed upon my be- 
ings and I seemed to inhale the air of a milder 
world. O household harmony ! — holiest guardi- 
an of the hearth — why is thy shrine so oft 
made desolate! • 

Frank was delighted in leading me wher- 
ever he could hope to afford wonder or grat^ 
ification. We threaded the woodlands, ram- 
bled over hill and dale, studied the secrets of 
the brook, gambolled on the fresh-mown hay, 
and uttered at random every .fleeting thought 
born of our joyous impulses. Weary with 
wandering, we preferred at sunset the repose 
of the drawing room. Groups of deer brows- 
ing m the park, to me a novelty, led Mr 
Rodney to discourse on natural history. He- 
displayed a rare, collection of insects, with 
preparations and engravings of the larger 
animals, and described their habits and organ- 
ization. By the aid of a powerf\il microscope, 
he showed how bountifully Providence has 
distributed his gifls to his creatures; how 
that the little living things which spend their 
brief existence within the limits of a green 
leaf, are as perfect in their proportions > ia 
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as fuW posaession of the spirit of vitality, 
as the far-darting eagle or the tree-rending 
elephant. Great and little, he said, were 
merely relative tetas, invented to express 
the difference of the magnitude of bodies, but 
intrinsically inapplicable to animated nature; 
the gnat being as important in the eye of its 
Maker as the liom The same observation ap- 
plied to time and the duration of life. With 
Him to whom there was lio beginning, to whom 
there could be no end — ^before whose space-ex- 
ploring glance one day is as a thousand years, a 
thousand years as one day — the few genial 
hours in which the ephemeral i3y flutters its 
wing, propagates its kind, and dies, are as 
complete a cycle as the most extended com- 
pass allotted to humanity. 

The evening was closed with music, for 
which Ellen, Mr Rodney *s eldest daughter, 
evinced a taste that justified J;he attention she 
bestowed on the accomplishment. Her age 
nearly corresponded to mine. She bore a*soit 
resemblance to her brother; her eyes, beaming 
with a more tempered brilliancy, the' combined 
expression of her features, tinged with a more 
touching shade of sensibility. The' winning 
gentleness of her disposition charmed me. I 
never deemed Frank so enviable as in having 
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such a sister/and was singulafly pained when, 
in his wild masculine way, he hailed her by the 
homely appellation of Nell. She played the 
simple melodies pleasant to an untutored ear, 
which I loved as early as I could distinguish a 
tune; which continue to captivate still. For 
me, music mainly owes its witchery to its powr 
er of awakening recollections sweet and tender, 
of blending beautiful illusions with the sur- 
rounding objects — of wafting the soul from the 
presence of cold reality to a scene wljere its 
dearest fantasies are temporarily embodied into 
action. By notes of this class, I have felt the 
spirit elevated, the affections purified; whereas 
the labored intricacies of super-scientific 
harmony have affected me no farther than the 
surprising evolutions of a rope-dancer. 

After hearing a military march, peculiarly 
agreeable to Frank, we retired for the night; 
my friend having arranged that we should 
«leep in the dame apartment. The great clock 
struck two ere we ceased to converse. We 
recounted the events we had witnessed at 
Mount Monasticon, and speculated upon the 
chances of our future career. Neither was 
partial to university discipline; though to me it 
presented a more . satisfactory prospect than 
abiding with Mr Penrose, or remaining un 

6* 
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the Tefttnctive cam of my father. Both longed 
to share the adventurous gaiety of the soldier, 
to wear the nodding plume, the glittering epau- 
lette, the glancing sword; to be captains of 
troops and companies; to have our outgoing 
and incoming heralded by trumpet and drum. 
Slumber stole upon us in the midst of parades, 
sieges, and battles; and the ^ pride, pomp, and 
circumstance of glorious war,' mingled with 
our visions. 

The sun was streaming gorgeously over 
lake and lawn when 1 removed the night-dra- 
pery from the window. I had already exceeded 
the appointed period of stay — the consequences 
' of disobedience lowered in the distance, and 
threw a shadow over the resplendent imagery 
which had shed rapture on the preceding day, 
I informed Frank of the ill likely to result from 
protracted slumber, and of the necessity of im- 
mediate departure. He pronounced nfy father's 
mandate unreasonable; declared, if I persisted 
in going so soon, he would consider my friend- 
ship a pretence; and argued that, having ex- 
posed myself to censure by infringing the let- 
ter of the ^permission, the license might as 
well be extended, since the effect would be just 
the same. Be, however, was persuaded, that, 
by accompanying me home, he would prQpi- 
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tiate the dreaded anger. I was prevaiied xn^ik 
to prolong the sojourn, though consent was 
accoinj>anied by inward misgiving's. The 
reasoning that mdst strongly seconded my 
secret wishes, was founded upon the error 
through • which I had become amenable to 
reproof.. Jlaving once incurred the peril of 
punishment, I concluded, with the short-sighjt- 
edness of youth, that matters could • be no 
worse, and that the. wisest plan was to be 
merry for the moment; and brinish reflection. 
Misguided, through boyish levity, I did not 
calculate how the heart of a parent is wrung 
by unduti fulness, and how deeply it is disqui* 
eted by a host of tender fears in the unexplain- 
ed or contunmcious absence of the thoughtless . 
being to whom it is devoted. 

Three additional days were dissipated in the 
amusements of St Ayraersu The last of these 
was the Sabbath, and my friend and I, rather 
unwillingly, proceeded with the family to 
church. I was agreeably disappointed by the 
curtained and cushioned pew, the decorated 
interior, the grand-rolling organ, and short 
sermon, instead of the uncomfortable seat, the 
roof apen to swallows and sparrows, the primi- 
tive psalmody, and lengthened discourses, to 
which we had been accustomed in Mr Thorpe's 
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humble tabernacle, or the weekly confinement 
in the little chapel at Mount Monasticonr 
« Attendance on the public ordinances ofreligiouy 
and decorous behaviour, were the only regula- 
tions for the sacred day 4)rescribed by Mr Rod- 
ney. He recommended the perusal 'of the 
Scriptures, but did not discountenance -histor- 
ical or other works that had any claims to util- 
ity; I applauded a system which relieved my 
memory of its 'biblical and catechetical toils. 
Though not contemplating the procrastina- 
tion of my return beyond Monday, my motions 
were accelerated by the arrival of a messenger, 
despatched by my aunt, who urged the ne- 
cesity of speeding home without delay. The 
* summons filled me with perturbation. The 
wish that I should be a frequent visiter at St 
Aymer's failed to quiet the palpitations of my 
bosom. I was pr6vided,with a handsome horse, 
and Frank, mounting his gay steed, promptly 
offered to redeem his pledge of appeasing pa- 
ternal resentment. 

Ere departing from a place which had pror- 
ed enchanCed ground, I sighed to leave behind a 
memorial of regard for one who bloomed above 
its choicest rose. At an age like mine, it 
would perhaps be ridiculous to say that there 
could have existed a susceptibility of the pas- 
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«ion of love; this is a point for a metaphysician 
to agitated 1 shall content myself hy stating^ 
that I never before or sinee experienced the 
same emotions towards any living creature, 
that were inspired by Ellen Rodney. I af- 
fected to read in her presence, to enjoy, unob- 
served, the luxury of stolen glances. The mur- 
mur of her mellow voice ,caused me to quiver 
like an aspen leaf. Things the most common 
and valueless touched by her exquisite JSngers, 
were, from that moment, consecrated to my . 
sight. After the first evening spent under 
her father's roof, she gained an ascendancy 
over me almost inconceivable for so slight an 
acquaintance. 

The morning of separation she sat at her 
pretty work-table, in the recess of a window 
looking out upon the approach to the mansion. 
I was waiting the call to horse, when she 
quitted the room for a few minutes. A scrap 
of blue ribbon, thrown aside as useless, lay up- 
on a box covered with red Morocco leather. I 
folded it in a paper on which she had written 
some verses, and deposited it in a pocket of my 
vest. Opening the red box, I placed under its 
contents the carnelion heart,treSi:4ured and worn 
for the sake, o^my mother. 1 possessed nothing 
that I prized half, so much. Ellen reappeared, 
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and I \>ade adieu without daring; to meet her 
eye, or touph her hand. When on horseback, I 
had not coinage to turn towards the window;. 
I Tode indifferently, and lest she should remark 
it, applied the whip wiih*vigor, and hurried off 
at a pace worthy of Jehu the son of Nimshi. 

Frank, after some farewell visits to Wilt- 
shire, was to proceed to Oxford. The hour 
was beguiled by the repetition of imaginary 
grievances; my companion denouncing the 
yoke of the university; I lamenting the unre- 
lenting rigor that forced me 16 study a profes- 
sion I detested. We united in thinking that 
the army was the sphere in which we were 
destined to astonish the world, and vowed' ta 
take the,first step to heroism at the earliest op- 
portunity. 1 grew thoughtful and silent, when 
the white chimneys of Thorncroft were distin- 
guishable, peering above the circling elms and 
chesnut trees in the distance. Occupied in re- 
volving the probability of pacifying my father, 
the discourse rested, entirely on the vivabity of 
Frank, who roused me in the midst ofa fit of 
abstraction, by exclaiming, at the top of his 
voice, *The hounds! the hounds!* 

Rushing down a declivity crowned with 
copse-wood, a fox brushed past vfs, and kept 
his course along the highway^ followed by a 



AN ONLY 80V. 7i 

pack of beagles in full cry. Frank, hallooing 
with might and main, put his horse to hia 
speed, and joined in the chase. Mounted on 
a mettled animal, that pricked his ears,, snort- 
ed and curvetted at the clamor of the dogs, my 
feeble arm, unable to restrain his ardor, barely 
chafed his blood, and off he dashed like the un- 
tamed charger of Mazeppa. I retained ray 
seat, clinging desperately to mane and saddle, 
imtil Reynanl wheeled into a paddoc, at the 
extremity of bur farm, when the hojse, at- 
tempting to clear a ditch, pitched me upon the 
road. A heap of earth, covered with grass, 
broke the violence of the- fall, else I had not 
^rvived to tell the tale. 

Some laborers conveyed me home. My fa- 
ther, almost distracted, carried me to bed, and 
hung over me in an agony of supense until 
surgical skill ascertained the extent of the dan- 
srer. No injury had been sustained too serious 
for bleeding and r^t to remove. Poor Rod- 
ney, learning the accident, would fain have ob- 
tained admission to the chamber where I lay; 
butniy aufit^nknowing he would be an tnwel- 
^me. visiter, prudently soothed his apprehen- 
sions and hinted that it would be advisable to 
avoid an interview with her brother. A ser- 
vant from St Aymers, next morning, inquire 
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ed after ine in the name of the family. My fti- 
ther returned an answer that precluded further 
interchange of courtesy or kindness.^ . 

I could not venture abroad for a fortnight. 
During convalescence, I saw nobody but my 
aunt and Mr Penrose. Both enlarged upon the 
enormity of the transgression which had been 
the. forerunner of so he a^y a judgment. My 
aunl dwelt upon the sinfulness of pride and 
vanity, expressing her sorrow that she had 
been the means of leading me into temptation. 
She was afraid godliness did not abound among 
the great, and often referred to the promise, 
that the Lord would not forget the hum))le folk 
who call upon his name. -She supplied iite 
, with a number of religious books, and insisted 
on the cultivation of a frame of mind suited to 
their perusal. It was less from hypocrisy than 
the wish to gratify her, that' I outwardly com- 
plied with her injunctions. I turned over the 
pages of Toplady on Predestination, 'Boston^s 
Fourfold State, Arrowsmith's Chayi of Princi- 
ples, Isaac Ambrose's War with Devils, The 
Afflicted Man's Companion, Booth's Reign of 
Grace, and other works of kindted- excellence, 
without deriving greater benefit than might 
have been yielded by a / iiounding brass or a 
tinkling^ cymbal.' I vehemently opposed the 
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condemnation of my friends at St Aymers, and 
thought the offence of which I had been guilty, 
sufficiently expiated by the sufferings I had 
endured. 

My father, vexed that he had been suf-pris- 
ed into the manifestation of his affection, en- 
deavored to counterbalance the impressions 
likely to be created by his weakness. From 
the lime I began to gather strength, he desert- 
' ed the station he had patiently occupied at the 
bed-side, where, in the height of my illness, he 
had concealed himself behind the hangings, an- 
ticipating every want. He came no more to 
the apartment, nor permitted me to conclude, 
by any indirect token of interest, that he was 
in the least solicitous for my recovery. When 
health was quite restored, he declined speaking 
to me for several weeks. The mode in which 
he conveyed his sentiments respecting what 
had occurred, was by observations addressed 
to a third party in my presence. Of these he 
was unsparing; insinuating reproaches which 
I conceived to be unmerited; which he could 
not have brooked had they been resorted to 
by another. Over-severity of punishment al- 
ways defeats its object, hardening, in place of 
mollifying, the dispcsiti jn,- on which equitable 
oorrection might have been the most beneficial 
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operation^ It dishonors Penitence^ by attiring 
her in the weeds of Meanness, and invests Ob- 
duracy with the toga virilis of Resolution* 
There are many points of resemhlance between 
unsophisticated boyhood and uncivilized man: 
son emore marked than their mutually ready 
discernment of,, and acquiescent respect foF 
Justice. If parents err in its distribution, it 
ought to be on the side of clemency* Children 
cannot penetrate beyond the surface; the Iook» 
the word, and the blow, are to them the ulti- 
mate signs of condemnation; when these are 
dealt forth in too hard a measure, they come, 
tike me to indulge the destructive notion that 
they are the victims of passion, and that the 
pains or privations, to which they are compel- 
led to 8ubmit,are less the penalty of the ofifence> 
thaa the misfortune of the offender. 
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CHAPTER VL 

Numerous intimations of rooted disKke to 
the heaRng art passed unheeded, and I was 
ordered to be in readiness for a journey to 
Glasgow, to enter on a medical curriculum, I 
was to be accompanied by a nephew of Mr 
Penrose, with whom I was to live in partner- 
ship during the session. He was a pompous, 
saturnine young man, considerably my seniofi 
and having been not very harmonious shop- 
mates, it was presumed that he would the 
more vigilantly discharge the trust reposed in 
him of watching and reporting my aberrations 
from duty. 

I was very frugally furnished with pecuni- 
ary resources. My father, desirous to curtail 
all superfluities, had meted his advances by 
the example of the apothecary, who, having 
reared and educated his nephew Jonathan 
gratuitously, was scrupulously nice iti reining 
th'3 excess of his benevolence. I complained, 
without effect, through th6 medium of my aunt, 
respecting the inefficiency of various items of 
the outfit, and against the burden of my com- 
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panion. Refusal and upbraiding, on the one 
side, produced discontent and irritation on the 
other. I pocketed the sum allotted for the 
half-year's expenses without a word, or gest- 
ure, of thankfulness. The toil by which it 
had heen earned never once occurred to me. 
My father's hrowwasa mirror of the heavy 
November morn that saw me go forth to com- 
mence an apprenticeship in the world. His 
heart was almost breaking, still he would not 
reveal its throes to his boy, who drooped be- 
neath his coldness. The last sentence he ut- 
tered was a reproof for inattention to the dis- 
posal of some luggage. ^ He withheld the 
pressure of his hand, but his eye, long after 
every other was withdrawn, was rivetted on 
the vehicle which bore away the beloved 
of his boscra. Fervently did he pray, that 
and succeeding nights, for travellers by land 
and sea; and broken was his rest until the 
arrival of a letter announcing that I had 
reached in safety the Daughter of the 
Clyde, 

In Glasgow, lodgings were easily pro- 
cured. Our hostess was a widowed dame, 
of the Highland family of Campbell; loquacious 
busy, and obliging. Having paid my respects 
to the Professors, after the tributary mode of 
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the east, I craved the benefit of Mrs C^mpheWa 
local knowledge regarding a gentleman to 
whom I was the bearer of an introductory- 
letter from our minister, Mr Thorpe. The 
letter was superscribed, Mr Dalrymple, Dea- 
con-Convener, Glasgow; and, from the indi- 
vidual's title, I supposed him to be a dignitary 
of the church. It seemed singular, when in- 
formed that he was a city magistrate; a map 
of some secular but of very small ecclesiastic- 
al consequence. 

*To be sure,' said Mrs Campbell, < the 
Baillie's an elder o' the kirk.' 

*But who^s the baillie?' I asked. 

'Wha's the baillie*' reiterated my landlady; 
*wha should he be but Convener Darumple? — 
and a braw man he is.' 

Unable to comprehend the confusion of ti- 
tles, I enquired where the great man lived. 

'Great man I' cried she; *toot, ye gowk! he's 
no sae gran' as a' that; my certies, that wad 
be rinnin' awa' wi^ the harrows. Great man! 
— he's jist a douce neighbor-like flesfaer, and 
bides in Gibbie's-lawn.' 

* What's a flesher?' 

«An' ye dinna ken what a flesher is? Pity on 
you ! Ilka bairn kens a flesher's— jist a flesh- 
er.* 

7* 
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«AiidGibbieslawn — I suppose you mean he 
lives in Gibbiesland, Mrs Campbell?' 

«Oo, ay?' replied she, 

'1 never heard of Gibbiesland before,' said I. 
'Pray where is it situated ?' 

*It lies twa streets sooth frae this,' answered 
my hostess; *up the wyn' to the feicht o' Tam- 
son's close.' 

Finding all h^r explanations lost upon a 
southern ear, she said she would get 'a bit cal- 
lant wha'd direckme to the'hoose;' and calling 
one of her sons, I was piloted to the spot in a 
few minutes: wh^n, to my inexpressible amaze- 
ment, I discovered that Mr Dalrymple of Gib- 
biesland, Baillie, Deacon-Convener, and elder of 
the kirk, was a worthy plain-dealing butcher, 
in easy circumstances. 

The civic authority's shop was in a street con- 
tiguous to his residence; and,;touching there on 
the way, I was told that he was'at home. Turn- 
inginto a daik court, abounding in pungent and 
unsavory odors, my guide bade me ' gang up 
the first turnpike, twa flats.' His direction 
became more intelligible when he pointed to a 
spiral stone staircase, m the interior of a round, 
towerlike structure,and instructed me to *chap* 
at the second door on the ascent. 
A maid-servant, whose hands were more in- 
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dicative of industry than of clean IiJiess, led the 
way into a well-furnished apartment, where 
Mr Dalrymple, cautiously inspecting my cre- 
dentials, welcomed me with the hi unt cordiali- 
ty for which the good citizens of Glasgow are 
remarkable. He was <blythe,^ he said, to do 
any thing in his power for a friend of Mr 
Thorpe; and though he had 'nae bairns o' his 
ain,' he would be glad to see me whenever I 
could spare an hour from my books. A kirk 
sitting was at my service; and he hoped 1 
would attend regularly every Sabbath. I dis- 
cussed a glass of wine, and some sweet cake, 
which the magistrate called 'short breed,' and 
retired with multitude of exhortations to beware 
of late hours, stage-plays and idle company. 

A closer acquaintance with medical science 
did not lessen its repulsiveness. I loathed it 
in all its branches, and my comrade's threats 
of reporting to my fether the contempt I evin- 
ced for the classes, formed a perpetual source 
of bickering. Jonathan was an enthusiast in 
chirurgery; and my attempts to eject from 
our lodgings the putrid fragments of human 
bodies, which, he secreted for dissection, in- 
creased the tendency to altercation. I was 
heartily tired of his society; but though the 
feeling was perfectly reciprocal^ the pleasure 
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of exercising the mastery, which he induhita- 
bly possessed, prevented him from dissolving 
the ill-assorted connexion. 

A person of a different stamp became an 
inmate at Mrs CampbelPs, — a student named 
Lake, a Jamaica Creole, with more money 
than discretion. He was an unthinking, 
dissipated young man, with the perverse am- 
bition to make proselytes common to such char- 
acters. By his persuasion, I went, for the 
first time in my life, to witness the performance 
of a play. 

The tragedy of Julias Cesar, in which an 
eminent London actor was to sustain the part 
of Cassius, had crowded the benches of the 
theatre; and from base to dome the glare of 
lamps flashed over a brilliant variety of festive 
forms. The dazzling light, the profusion of 
painting and gilding, the orchestral harmony, 
were quite bewildering. This, indeed, thought 
I, is a temple of felicity, equal to the descrip- 
tions of the novelist. 

When the curtain drew up, and revealed, 
the Roman mob, I conceived them to be some 
riotous town'a-people, disposed to interrupt 
the show, and was impatient at the passive- 
ness of the police. As the piece proceeded, I 
was enraptured by the transitions of scene. 
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the stateliness of the performers, the thun- 
dering declamation, the flourishes of dfums 
and trumpets, the waving of banners, and the 
din of arms. I was disappointed in Capsius — 
he talked too like an ordinary mortal; but 
Mark Antony, who trod the boards like a Her- 
cules, and shouted till the house rang again, 
afforded me infinite contentment. 

At the end of the play, a iady representing 
a shepherdess, and as handsome as pink dra- 
pery, pendent curls, and satin shoes could 
make her, rather oddly, as it appeared, af^er 
so much bloody work, favored the audience 
with a song. Her opening notes thrilled to 
the heart. The air she chose was the touch- 
ing pastoral love-plaint, ' Ye banks and braes 
o' bonny Doon.» It stole upon me like the 
vorce of affection heard unexpectedly in a 
strange land. Fancy bestowed upon the ac- 
tress a form of superior beauty, and blended 
with the mimic landscape the brightest fea- 
tures of the fairest scene in Devon. The 
only time I had ever heard the song before, 
was during my sojourn at St Aymers, and then 
it was warbled by the lips of £llen Rodney. 
I longed for solitude, that I might unrestrain- 
edly sigh without pain, and weep without 
sorrow. 
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Froi|i that night I wa» devoted to the thea- 
tre. Absorbed by its allurements, and the 
old passion for novel reading, I was the very 
slave of imaginative excitement. Dangerous 
as was such fare for pne of my temperament, 
and prejudicial as it must have been to im- 
provement, it was probably instrumental in 
protecting from a lower range of recreative 
follies. Lake's persevering endeavors to se- 
duce to an association i(i less justifiable pursuits 
were ineffectual. Delighting to be enveloped 
in a shroud of idealism, I preferred going alone 
to the play; and, having once or twice evaded 
the West-Indian rather undisguisediy, he 
* whistled me down the wind' as a good-for- 
nothing green-horn. 

It would be presumption in me to pronounce 
upon the morality or immorality of the mod- 
ern stage; neither is it a question germane to 
this narrative. But its effects upon myself I 
may be warranted in avowing. I can consci- 
entiously declare, that at the period when the 
entire mind was rivetted to the business of the 
scene, it was untenanted by a single debasing 
impulse. If pollution there were, I escaped its 
taint. The result was rndeed essentially the 
reverse. Mischievous perhaps, but chiefly so 
because it floated the spirit into a world of 
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dreams, robed it in the rainbow garniture of 
poetry, . caused it to look down in complacent 
scorn on society and its claims, and though 
guiltless of leading to absolute misdeeds, oper- 
ated as the source of numberless sins of omis- 
sion. In all this, however, the drama was but 
the vassal of a peculiar organization. 

When leaving home, my father had nega- 
tived an application for a watch, and some 
airy articles 6f apparel. These I had taken the 
liberty of purchasing in Glasgow. The but- 
lay, added to theatrical and domestic expenses, 
exhausted, in three months, the allowance of 
six. Most unwillingly, 1 wrote for a further 
supply. So negligent had been my correspon- 
dence, that this was only the second letter 
transmitted to Thorncroft. Though always 
averse to epistolary labor, L was not actuated 
solely by caprice or indolence in the breach of 
a paramount duty. I never spontaneously 
sought shelter under subterfuge or falsehood; 
and, without resorting to disingenuousness, it 
was impossible ta furnish a gratifying repre- 
sentation of my college life. 

A remittance was forwarded, which, carefu^ 
ly husbanded, might have been eked out into 
a sufficiency for imperative demands; but 
amusement was essential: and for both it wr 
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inadequate. The play was still * the thing.' 
I was seriously inclined to qualify, for the 
boards; and to the expenditure in tickets added 
the purchase of a collection of dramas. Let- 
ters from home threw a momentary damp on 
this enthusiasm. My father accompanied the 
remittance by the observation, that he was 
obliged to pay dearly for the favor of hearing 
from me, and that to such communications be 
would, in future, return the answer they de- 
served. Aunt Rebecca mildly remonstrated 
against extravagance^^praised Jonathan Fen- 
rose's economy— reprobated the enticements 
of the city — and implored me, as I valued her 
love, the esteem of the good, and my own tem- 
poral and eternal Wjelfare, to ' remember my 
Creator in the days of my youth.' 

To the unenlightened idolater of theatricals, 
introduction to an actor, admission behind the 
scenes, or to the green-room, is as much an 
object of ambition as is to the courtly aspi- 
rant the permission to salute the palm of roy- 
alty. Yearning after an initiation into Thespian 
mysteries, I gladly en^braced the opportunity 
of becoming acquainted with Mr Montague, 
the performer whose personation pf Shak- 
speare's Triumvir had wakened my loudest 
plaudits. A fellow student was invited to dine 
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at his lodgings oq the eve of his benefit, a 
had obtained the privilege of bringing a friend.' 

The address led us to the attic of an ancient 
building in a filthy. lane, reminding one of Bo- 
badiPs 9uh sigiUo quarters with Cobb, the wa- 
terman. Tapping at the door, a pannel was 
withdrawn, and a face, which my companion 
whispered was Mrs Montague's, reconnoitered 
us through a wire grating. Instant ingress was 
vouchsafed, and greeting given in a strain of 
high-flown compliment. The appearance of 
the premises, and the inmates,inflicfed a shock 
something similar to that, which heendures^ 
who, just about to seat himself in a friendly 
circle,is left sprawling on the carpet by the ill- 
mannered sleight of a practical jester.. 

A recess of the only room was occupied by 
abed, pn which was huddled an extraordinary 
medley of tawdry habilimenls— tu rbans, tinsel- 
led tunics, russet boots, gaudy plumes, leath- 
ern gauntlets, and artificial flowers. Swords, 
daggers, a broken mirror, play-bills,. milk-bills, 
and a black bottle that had enacted the part 
of a candlestick on the preceding night, sur- 
mounted the mantel-piece. The deray of the 
dinner-table conformed to the general chaos. 
The cloth was dappled in the most unprepos- 
sessing manner; the superficies of the plates 
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^8 vnteTsected by knife^lines/ the work of 
stubborn hands; the salt seemed to have been 
wedded to the pepper; and a hideous little 
brown mustard-pot was laeed with golden 
streaks in so satisfactory a way as of itself to 
allay the cravings of appetite — independent of 
the suspicious dish of tripe, which constituted 
the pillar of the entertainment. 

Mr Montague^s ' sable-silvered' locks betok^ 
ened some eight-and-forty summers. His alti- 
tude was still imposing, although the dignity 
of the buskin was merged in a pair of shrivelled 
slippers that had once been red. A nascent 
protuberance at the inferior section of a vest 
of flowered satin, then in its ' sere and yellow 
leaf,^ indicated that the epoch of ' heavy tra- 
gedy' had set in. There were roses on his 
cheeks, and on his nose also — not the whole* 
some produce of the soil, but redtindant exot- 
ics, stimulated into luxuriance by the constant 
irrigation of strong waters. His upper gar- 
ment was a flaming calico dressing-gown, a 
relic of light-comedy days; his nether, a pair of 
faded Nankin trousers, which fitted themselves 
to his shape uncomfortably well, and descend- 
ed no farther than to the calf of his leg. 

Mrs Montague was her husband's counter- 
part, bating the quality of height, which was 
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condenped into breadth. Her figure was to hV 
in the ratio of a quarto to a folio. She wore^ 
a skirt of pea-green silk, a blue cotton velvet 
boddice, a yellow neckerchief, and a crimson 
crape turban, with cock*s feathers. I perceiv- 
ed, notwithstanding the shade of a cluster of 
ringlets, that she had a glass eye. 

Complaisance induced me to simulate a relish 
for the slovenly banquet, the termination of 
which afforded real relief. The black bottle, 
having undergone a show of purification from 
the pollution of tallow, had been dispatched to 
a neighboring publican's, and was placed be- 
fore us replete with the amber spirit of the 
West Indies. A respectable drinking equipage 
was paraded, a bowl of punch manufactured, 
and our host, having pledged us in a bumper, 
smacked his lips with a luscious smile, and ex- 
horted us to do justice tp good liquor. Mrs 
Montague, nothing loath, swilled her quota. 
I had no propensity to tippling, but was press- 
ed so warmly to be a Roman in Rome, that I 
discarded accustomed abstinence, lest it should 
be construed into disdain of well-meant hospi- 
tality. 

We waxed convivial, and the drama became 
the topic of animated discussion. Mr Montague 
told us, in confidence, that all the living ao<- 
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tors who had attained fame and fortune, were 
mere newspaper puppets puflfed into celebrity, 
though ignorant of the first principles of their 
art. There was a school, he said, almost ex- 
tinct, disciplined on a different system. Of 
that school he believed he was the last surviv- 
ing member* Yet his merits were so poorly 
. appreciated by a miserable manager,. that ' eve- 
ry puny whipster^ was thrust into his crack 
characters. 

Here I begged to dissent from him, having 
witnessed his inimitable performance of Mark 
Antony. 

' Mark Antony, avaunt!' he exclaimed, — ^a 
part for a stick ! Frederick Augustus Montague 
plays genteel comedy, or nothing. Look at 
this, my friends,' he continued, exhibiting a 
play-bill, 'a treat for your critical faculties! 
Monday evening— ^my benefit-— the elegant 
comedy of the Belles' Stratagem; the part of 
Doricourt by Mr Montague! 

^ And now, good friends, 
As you are friends, scholars, and soldiets. 
Give me one poor request.' 

' What ie't my lord? 
We will—' 



AN ONLY SON. 89 

I answered, proud of knowing the text 

* Muster strong for my night; I shall make 
a hit^ and you will acknowledge it. Do me 
the honor to distribute these admissions — box 
and pit — in each parcel five pounds' worth. I 
must Ho horse.' 1 am down for Friar Law- 
rence, and * my hour is almost come.^ 

-* Perhaps,' said I, ' you would introduce us 
behind the scenes.' 

He placed a finger on his forehead, and pon- 
dering for a minute, observed there was a 
difficulty a trifling difficulty. The manager 
was jealous of intrusion; but a bottle of wine 
would smooth bis crest, had he wherewithal to 
purchase it. Benefitpreparations had unfortu- 
nately emptied his exchequer. 

I drew forth apursej containing my late re- 
mittance, and submitted the price of two box 
tickets; my companion did the same. 

* The truth is, gentlemen,' said Mr Mon- 
tague, « I owe the curmudgeon manager a few 
pounds, and until I am down with the dust, I 
can take no liberties. Perhaps, Sir,' address- 
ing himself to me, 'you could spare me five 
pounds?— j^^ the amount of the tickets you 
have kindly accepted pn commission. We can 
settle after my benefit.! 

Mv financial strength was betrayed, and 
8* 
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there jemained ^no alternative but to Surren- 
der with a good grace. The money was ad- 
vanced, and we were admitted into the work- 
ing department of the theatre under the coun- 
tenance of our host. 

I was equally disappointed by the dramatic 
arcana as by the representative of Mark Anto- 
ny stripped of the prcetexta. The powers by 
which mutations, apparently magical, had been 
effected, were, I found, grooves, trap-doors, 
pulleys, and sottish carpenters. The painting 
and gilding degenerated into the coarse decor- 
ations of a sign post; the air of the whole was 
dismally dreary. Even the vaunted green- 
room was but a pitiful affair. Juliet, a blowsy 
dame, past her meridian, stood rearward to a 
spectral fire, taking sarcastic cognizance 6f a 
bandy-legged Romeo, who was darning a rent 
in one of his white silk stpckings. 

Passing a dressing-room sacred to the yoiing 
ladies of the establishment, the door of which 
was ajar, I espied a damsel tricked out as wing* 
ed Cupid,, practising the postures of a dance* 
It was the Signora Seraphina, a fascinating 
creature, announced as from the opera at Paris. 
She was really pretty in spite of paint. I 
peeped at her until hqr approach to the door 
obliged me to ensconce myself behind a water- 
fall. 
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* Mrs Jenkins!' cried the Signora, in a tone 
bordering ^on a scream, < Mrs Jenkins/' 

' Here, Miss,' answered an ancient matron, 
the attendant general of the actresses. 

* Have you brought the beer, Jenkins?' 

* ITes, Miss.' 

* Then go for another pot, and tell Mrs Mac 
Fadyen to score it to me.' 

' Mrs Mac Fadyen says she'll score no 
more for the ladies,' replied Mrs Jenkins. 

' Well, pay it yourself, like a good soul/ 
rejoined the coaxing Seraphina. 

' As Hive, Miss, I hav'n'ta farthing!' 

^ Then we must do without, that's all,' said 
the light-footed Cupid^ pettishly fluttering its 
pinions, and retreating into the sanctuary, 
followed by the bearer of the unetherial bever- 
age. This scene was enough. 1 slunk to 
the quiet of the midnight bed, sated with en- 
lightenment. 

Mr Montague's benefit passed, undistin- 
guished by any description of ^ hit.' His 
tickets remained upon my hands; and the state 
of the treasury impelled me to the disagreea- 
ble task of seeking a settlement. This, how- 
ever, was not to be accomplished. Tlte heavy 
tragedian had rendered himself invisible. Re- 
peated calls at the theatre and his lodgings 
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were made in vain; at last I ascertained that he 
had joined a company at Carlisle. 

The session of college was hastening to a 
close; sundry accounts had accumulated and 
where to look for the means of defraying them 
was a serious and an urgent question. Mrs 
Campbell talked of weighty rent and taxes^and 
the importance of punctuality; Jonathan waa 
provokingly caustic; young men, to whom I 
had been liberal in their season of extremity, 
were either shy of collision, dull in comprehen- 
sion, or as needy as myself. Application at 
home was utterly desperate. As the last re- 
source, I decided on appealing to Mr Dalrym- 
ple, hoping to prevail upon my aunt to com- 
pensate him for any aid he might supply. 

In the high tide of play-going, I held the 
chief of the Glasgow trades and his sober 
dwelling to be 'weary, stale, flat, and unprofi- 
table,' — and had accordingly turned my back 
upon them; what was worse I had entirely 
vacated my seat in the church. On the latter 
point,, there was a certainty of meeting a rigid 
inquisition; and some form of apology was nec- 
essary to secure my request a favorable hearing 
I constructed a feasible fiction; and was re- 
duced to so low a pitch, by the consequence!9 of 
folly, that, although even from pride abhorring 
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a deliberate falsehood, yet T did not hesitate to 
give currency to one under circunostances 
which imparted to it a two fold criniinafity. 

I related to the Deacon- Convener a circum- 
locutionary story of extra expenses, the tedi- 
ousness of transmitting cash from Devon, and 
the ardent desire I had toj)roceed thither im- 
rnediately. He shook his head ^-ather skepti- 
cally at the introduction of the petition, but 
the earnestness with which it was spoken 
eventually brought conviction. He clapped 
me encouragingly on the back, and consented 
to disburse the ' siller.V . 

< But whaur hae ye been this twal' month, 
that ye did na gi'e us a ca' ?* he said. 

*My studies, Sir !' 

* Ay, ay !• that^s a* verra weel; but I liae 
anither craw to pluck wi' ye ! — What keepit 
ye frae the kirk ? Ye were na at your studies 
on the Sawbath !' 

< I attended other churches. Sir, though not 
at yours.' 

' D'ye ken their names ?' 

* There was St John's — the Tron— the 
College' — 

* Ay, ay ! * here a little, and there a little;' 
but no muckle * for instruction I' But we 
canna expeck an auld head on young shouth- 
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era, 1 understaun ye'r feyther's a worthy 

man, an' I hope ye'll Ibe a credit to his gray 

hairs. Gie' my respecks to Mr Thorpe and 

him, and tell them, ifiver they come to Glask- 

ie, they Ml aye fin' a reekin' sheep's heed in 

Gihhieslawn.' 

The money thus unworthily obtained from 

the honest magistrate, felt as it would weigh 
me to the earth; but there was a quick dis- 
posal of the accusing encumbrance. To dis- 
charge a remnant of debt,. 1 was obliged %o 
part with my watch for a fifth of its orignal 
price. When the whole was liquidated, the 
travelling stock was deplorably diminished. 
On the deck of a cranky Bristol trader, beset 
by all the hardships and impurities of coast 
navigation, my course was steered for England, 
sick of the surge — sick of the theatre— and sick, 
very sick, of myself. 
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CHAPTER VII. 

No marvel that poets have chosen Home, 
and the Native Land) as grateful themes of 
song. In themselves, the words are full of 
melody; in their associations they form ex- 
quisite music. 

It is a l)lessed thing to have a haven of rest 
where Love lights its beacon and keeps its 
vigils to greet the returning wanderer, weary 
of a cheerless pilgrimage by flood or, field. 
God help those for whom every country wears 
a foreign aspect — who avert their steps from 
the dwelling of their fathers, banished by 
the clouds of discord, or the rank weeds of 
desolation ! ^ 

Pleasant to me, as the face of an early 
friend, were the broken shores of Pembroke, 
and the bay of St Bride's . The vessel touched 
at Ilfracombe, where my luggage was consign- 
ed to the care of Jonathan, who was to make 
a short stay there with a relation : as it was 
but two days' journey to Thorncroft, Ipro- 
ceeded direct, and on foot. Spring was in its 
prime. The morn I started was as rosy as 
the matin flush of midsummer; the virgin 
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breath of the meadows and gardens, through 
which the road meandered, gave lightness 
to the bosom, elasticity to the footstep. The 
vine-branches were shooting forth their infant 
foliage, and orchard after orchard, ever and 
anon, enriched the breeze with a tide of frag- 
rance, inspiring, in the fervor of noon-day, a 
voluptuous languor. Gladsome to the eye 
that expatiates on nature is the matronaJ 
beauty of the blossoming apple-tree: surpas- 
singly gladsome was it to me, just landed from 
the waters, in the county of my birth. Where 
I had, from childhood, been encircled by its 
peaceful glories. 

The hues of sunset were glowingly inter- 
streaked, varying from the warmest crimson 
to the tenderest green, and \n their wavy 
irradiations imparted to the western sky the 
fanciful resemblance of a superb .ocean-shell. 
Tired of travel, I came in sight of the rustic 
chapel wher^ lused'togo up,* with our house^ 
to worship. My feet were blistered, my shoes 
arid with dust. I turned into the cool, grassy 
burying-ground, to calm the flutter of my 
spirits, to rest my limbs, and to refresh my 
soiled apparel, lest a chance encounter with 
an acquaintance should betray my pedestriaa 
return. 
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The chapel had been whitewashed and re- 
painted, and, peering through its shade of larch 
and yew, presented a soothing emblem of Chris- 
tian tranqnilllty. Time, place, and circum- 
stance, were masters of my mood. I did not 
wish to dispel the religious awe that solemniz- 
ed the soul; and from a resistless reverence for 
those who slept beneath, I refrained from pro- 
faning* the luxuriant herbage by the taint of 
the highway. I passed to the lonely spot where, 
apart from the rest, beneath a weeping willow 
was ioy mother's grave. The shrubs which 
surrounded it were flourishing — ^no unseemly 
weed had permission to vegetate there— the 
birds nestled in the branches of the overshad- 
owing tree, as secure of protection near the 
remains. of her who was meek and merciful to 
all the creatures of God. The moss-covered 
headstone had been displaced by one of recent 
construction. In addition to the simple conse- 
cration to the memory of the departed, it bore 
the inscription of < Blessed are they who die in 
the Lord.' I bared my brow — pressed my lip 
and cheek to the name of my parent, cut in the 
cold slab— and prayed that her dove-like spirit 
might resume its ascendency over him whom> 
like her, I loved, but whom, unlike her, I dread- 
ed. 9 
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Twilight had thickened into dnsk, when I 
stood beneath " the porch where, in by-gone 
times, my hand had assisted the grapeful wind- 
ings of the honeysuckle, in its endeavors to 
peep through the lattice. The deep voice of 
my father at family devotion floated on the atilU 
ness of eventide. It was his customary prelude 
to repose. Deeming it better to defer entering 
until he was a-bed, I retreated, on tiptoe, to an 
adjacent arbor. I soon marked the glimmering 
of light in his chamber, and the reflection of 
his figure on the curtain, as he passed and re^ 
passed the window. 1 waited for some min- 
utes after the room was in darkness, then glid- 
ing to^the rear of the house, effected a noiseless 
entrance. 

My aunt and our old female servant were 
seated by the kitchen fire, and my sudden ap- 
pearance startled them as if they had seen a 
gliost. They overwhelmed me with congrat- 
ulations — ^my favorite fare was produced — and 
the easy chair, rolled from its usual posi- 
tion, supported a tingling frame, while I enjoy- 
ed the delicious application of the foot-bath. 
My aunt could scarcely be withheld from arous- 
ing my father: she said he would be displeased 
if he were not apprised of my arrival. I plead- 
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ed fatigue and disposition to sleep. Having 
eaten a more satisfactory meal than my funds 
had enabled me to provide during the previous 
fortnight, I stole to the crisp and snowy sheets, 
where sensation afforded grateful assurance of 
the intimate connexion between bodily labor 
and bodily enjoyment. 

Unconscious how long I had slumbered, I 
was awakened by a noise in the apartment. A 
light flashed upon my face and, shrinking be- 
neath the coverlet, I looked forth with timid 
and half-shut eyes. I saw my father bending 
over my clothes, and examining the trousers, 
shirt, and hose, sorely blemished by the stains 
of travel. Searching tay pockets, he laid bare 
the nakedness of the purse, which contained 
but three solitary half-pence. He then ad- 
vanced towards the bed, while I feigned to be 
sound asleep-— measured with a light fingerthe 
pulsation of my temples — ^wrapped me up care- 
fully from top to toe, and silently withdrew. 

Our meeting next day exhibited few external 
evidences of cordiality. I was chidden on ac- 
count of the money squandered in Glasgow, 
and for the mode in which I had come back, 
which, he said, occasioned by improvidence, 
would be attributed to his sordid parsimony. 
Seeing me sadly deprejssed, my aunt interposed 
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in my behalf, with a degree of fervor that in- 
volved her in no small portion of the reprehen- 
sion, 1 observed, despondingly, when my fa- 
ther left us together, — * Better I were ^ead 
than to beslr eternal reproaches!' 

* Do not be foolish, Robert,' she replied, * it 
is all intended for your good;. and kinder is a 
\)arent's frown than a stranger's flattery.' 

Until the loan from Mr Dalrymple were 
paid, i found myself incapable of experiencing 
a moment's ease. The fear that he might 
write on the subject to Thorncroft made me 
miserable. Were it known, 1 expected little 
short of being turned out of doors; for, to *owe 
no man any thing,' had been too strictly the 
governing precept in our household, to author- 
ize a hope of leniency towards an obligation 
contracted as mine had been. To win my 
aunt over to discharge the debt, my actions 
were moulde4 as closely as possible to her 
wishes. I conned her favorite works — rose an 
hour earlier — and, as the most palatable em- 
ployment, volunteered assisting Mr Penrose 
during the six months' collegiate recess. 

At a period when she was in extreme good 
humor, I preferred the momentous request, 
stating, without descending to particulars, that 
I had borrowed the money from a gentleman 
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of Glasgow. A cloud fell upon her counte- 
nance; in a tone of bitter upbraiding, she cen- 
sored my prodigality — inveighed against my 
theatrrcal frenzy, with which, for the first time, 
I discovered she was familiar — and warned me 
that if the grace of God did not bless me with 
humility, shame and ruin must be my portion. 
I wasso confounded, that I could not unbarmy 
lips to attempt extenuation; nor had I the oppor- 
tunity, ft)r she quitted me abruptly, with the ad- 
vice to pay college debts out of college savings. 
When she was gone, I could not help asking 
myself if I were under the dark illusion of a 
dream, — the reality was but too manifest. 

It came — months had intervened— but at last 
it cane — the letter from Mr Dalrymple, ad- 
dressed ostensibly to Mr Thorpe, who con- 
ceived himself bound to submit it to him who 
was most interested in its contents. Going 
home to dinner, . I saw my father pacing in 
front of the house, as he ever did when un- 
pleasantly agitated. 

* Robert !' he said, as I opened the gate. 

'Sir!' 

'Follow me, Robert.* 

He led the way into the parlor, where the 
servant was adjusting the table-cloth^ He 
bade her call his sister, and remain in thekitch- 
en, — his commands were obeyed. 
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« Sit down, Rebecca,' he said, * till your dar- 
ling reads this letter.' 

He handed me the document. I observed 
that it was dated from Glasgow. A cold dew 
burst from my forehead: my tongue refused its 
office. 

* Did I not bid you read, Sir?' violently exr 
claimed my father. • 

« Yes, yes. Sir, I shall read,* I faltered. 

* Have patience, Richard; he'll read if yDu 
give him time,' said my aunt. 

And so, indeed, I did, from beginning to end 
of that, to me, interminable paper, which 
though graciously worded, contained facts suf- 
ficiently lieavy to give me the air of a criminal 
enunciating his death-warrapt. 

« That paragraph again !' cried my father, 
pointing to a particular section. 

"—^ As you expressed a wish that I should 
counsel the lad upon attending Gospel ordinan- 
ces, I offered him a sitting in our Kirk, where 
he appeared regularly enough for two months, 
but afterwards, as he told me, he frequented 
other places of worship. At the close of the 
session, he came in great distress for the loan 
of fifteen pounds, on the score of extra expen- 
ses, and the difficulty of getting supplies from 
home; and on your account, as well as on his 
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father's, according to your character of him^ I 
gave him the money^-' 

*What were the extra expenses, Sir? — and 
why have I never heard of this before?' demand- 
ed my father. 

*For any sake, speak lower, brother,' said 
my aunt; — *do not expose our affairs to the 
servants.' 

^Expose! — ^^How can we be worse exposed 
than we have been by an idle, ungrateful, god- 
less spendthrift, leading the life of a heathen 
in astrange country, and raising money under 
false and beggarly pretences ? Expose ! A vi- 
per pledging my name in Scotland to support 
his profligate excesses, scattering the hard-won 
earnings of my life like chaff, in carousing with 
his Rodneys! — Give hitn his will, and what 
cares he if I have not a house to cover me? This 
comes of my toiling for him like a galley slave 
— of getting him expensive teachers — of send- 
ing him to the first rate schools — of striving to 
place him above want and above labor. Look 
at the scorn that's perched upon his brow f — 
Young man — ^young man — your pride will 
bring its own scourge, or else I'm much mis- 
taken." 

*I always thought he was sent abroad too 
soon,' said my aunt. 'He should be kept at 
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home UU he knows the value of money; and 
till,> through the Divine aid, he learns to see 
*the beauty of holiness.' What's done can't 
be undone! As a respectable man^s concerned, 
let him be paid; and this sacrifice to folly will 
doubtless be the last.' 
*How know you that? May I not to-mor- 
^ row receive the same kind of favor from anoth- 
er quarter? One trick would be too little for so 
accomplished a deceiver; but, with God's bles- 
sing, f shall alter my plan. I'll show him that 
he is not yet a fine gentleman. You shall have 
a smock frpck. Sir, to cover your, vanity. The 
farm shall be your college, aod a spade sliall be 
your book. I will no longer distract myself 
throwing pearls before swine — forcing a pro- 
fession on a reprobate. I tell you, Sir, 1 will 

not !' 
I unseasonably answered that J had no wish 

for the profession in question; which, being 

erroneously interpreted as a meditated cxpiess- 

slon of contemptuousness, inflamed my father^s 

passion to the highest pitch. He. threw the 

unlucky letter in my face, and in the vehemence 

of the action, unintentionally I am persuaded, 

inflicted a blow tha^ brought the blood fVom 

my mouth. 

<0, this is too much, Richard! Leave the 

room, child,' said my aunt. * 
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His heart had smitten him more deeply than 
her words; yet self-reproach, as is generally 
the case with warm tempered person8,aggrava- 
ted, instead of allying his wrath. He endeav- 
ored to clutch me as I bolted from his presence, 
but I eluded his grasp, and, flying from the 
house, ran at the top of my speed, until I 
reached a clump of trees about half a mile dis- 
tant. 

I remained in this concealment until night- 
fall,in a state of mind, turbulent as a whirlpool. 
From my departure for college, I conceived 
myself entitled to the privileges of manhood; 
and I writhed under the blow as an unjusti^able 
degradation. The terms applied to my con- 
duct appeared arbitrarily exaggerated. I be- 
gan to think that my father had a greater love 
for money than for me; and being an only son 
this seemed the less excusable, as I would be a 
certain sufferer by an impaired inheritance. I 
brooded over a thousand plans for evidencing 
the resolve not to be conquered by ill treatment. 
These, like the impressions which gave rise to 
them, were uniformly wrong. 

1 slept in a laborer's cottage, and for three 
days obstinately kept aloof from home. My 
aunt, apprised of my retreat, furnished the 
people with food for my use, under promise of 
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secresy. At length she came to the cottage, 
and induced me to accompany her back. Mat- 
ters ffowed in their accustomed course, except 
that for several weeks I was debarred from 
sitting at table, or holding any communica- 
tion, with my father. 

Jonathan Penrose was, as formerly, my 
shopmate at his uncle's, and shared the dislike 
of a young apprentice as well as mine. He 
was a favorite at our house, and I attributed 
his elevation there to his diligence in playing 
the spy upon me. I owed him a grudge for 
administering nux vomica to a pet sparrow ^ 
hawk that flew at his glasses, and ingenuity 
was taxed in devising reprisals. 

He was short-sighted — fond of gymnastic 
exercises, and an indefatigable entomologist. 
Eden,without insects,would have been to him a 
wilderness. His tongue never flagged in describ- 
ing the phenomena of Coleo^tera — Bermapte 
ra — Orthoptera — Omoptera — Hemiptera — L^- 
doptera — Dictyoptera — and the various minute 
tribes of winged or creeping things with mysti- 
cal names. A study, in itself excellent for un- 
folding the admirable completeness of Nature 
throughout Jier whole machinery, exhibited in 
him the character of iHonomania, He became 
actually sick, in cohseiquence of the thought- 
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lessness of a housmaid who, in her zeal for 
cleanliness, flung a hox of the order Jbioplura 
into the fire, under the unscientific appellation 
of* odious vermin.' 

There was a tree overhanging, a muddy pond 
in the rear of Mr Penrose's premises, from a 
branch of which, Jonathan frequently suspend- 
ed himself by the hands, for the purpose of 
Btrengthening his arms. The end of this branch 
extended above the deepest part of the pool. 
In conjunction with George, the apprentice, I 
sawed it about three fourths through, and filled 
up the cut in a way that made it imperceptible 
to a casual observer. Appropriating one of 
Jonathan's largest and rarest preserved flies, 
I secured it as naturally as I could, to a twig 
at the termination of the deceptive portion of 
the branch. 

The unsuspecting object of the plot came 
forth, as usual, to practise I^^muscular evolu- 
tions. George and I ,were standing by the tree 
as he approached, and I, pointing towards the 
decoy, exclaimed, as if to my companion alone, 
« What a beautiful insect!' 

« Where — where?' cried Jonathan, joining 
us with rapid stride^. 

' On that twig,' said George. 

The impetuous entomologist madeone of his 
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gymnastic springs towards the branch, and 
catching the extremity, it yielded instantane- 
biialy to his weight, and down he soused in the 
bed of turbid waters. 

The plunge was more serious than we had 
calculated; and had not Jonathan been an ex- 
pert swimmer, he might have sustained great- 
er mischief than a momentary investiture with 
* the green mantle of the standing pool.' He 
emerged in a woful pilight, and without a word 
of comment, went in quest of his uncle, to 
whom he accused me as the author of the dia- 
bolical contrivance, enumerating a long list of 
grievances, and declaring that either he or I 
must seek occupation elsewhere. Mr Penrose 
instituted a formal inquiry into the affair. 
George, by intimidation, was converted into an 
approver, and the charge having been substan- 
tiated, I was sent to rusticate entirely at 
Thorncroft, 

My father partially fulfilled his threat of 
adopting a new system. He interdicted the 
return to college, until I should prove myself 
worthy of the privilege. 'This was no priva- 
tion, aware, as I was, that pecuniary sujt{>lie8 
would be exceedingly restricted. I repined, 
however, at being shorn of indulgences, which 
use had made indispei^sable to comfort. 1 
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was obliged to wear the plain attire of a work- 
ing farmer's son — to walk to sermon instead of 
riding — to rise at six o'clock — to assist at fairs 
— and, what I considered harder and more hu- 
miliating still, to collect the shop debts. A 
small weekly stipend granted during the term 
of employment with Mr Penrose, was with- 
drawn. 

There resided at E a half-pay subaltern, 

of a colonial corps, named Radcliife. He was 
one of our customers for broadcloth, and his 
memory, untenacious of accounts, required an 
occasional reminiscence. This I was commis- 
sioned to bestow upon him, periodically, and it 
was done with extreme repugnance. Of the 
office imposed upon me I was in every respect 
ashamed; but to be impertinently importunate 
with a gentleman soldier about paltry pounds, 
shillings, and penpe, seemed an outrageous vi- 
olation of social decorum. 

When taking a cool retrospect of Radcliffe's 
cli&racter,stripped of its military tinsel,and com- 
paring it with the abstract notion of a respon- 
sible moral and intellectual being, I am half in- 
clined to rank it as the coinage of a distemper- 
ed brain. Yet such men are abundantly com- 
mon, especially in the army, where, to balance 
the cravings of the body, the mmd often phi- 

10 
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losopbicaUy subsists on the smallest modicum 

of Ideas'. 

He thought in scarlet; deprive him of hi» 
draughts upon the service, and, beyond the 
routine phrases of the table or of salutation, 
he was a complete bankrupt in expression. A 
sailor, thirty years entangled in the coil of ca- 
ble, could not have been more wedded to the 
technicalities of seamanship, than was he to 
those of a profession of which he had seen lit- 
tle, and learned less. 

His whole stock of colloquial entertainment 
comprised exactly six anecdotes, if such they 
could be termed; these he repeated night after 
night, and hour after hour, forgetful that he 
had ever broached them before. Any remark, 
however remote, operated as a remembrancer; 
and he invariably made the preliminary asseve- 
lation, that he was just put in mind of *a8 
good a thing as was ever sported by officer, 
noncommissioned officer or private.' The com- 
icality of his «good things' rested solely in 
the total absence of ppint, humor, or impor- 
tance. Those who had listened to them until 
letter-perfect in the details, made merry at the 
parturient mountain, while the uninitiated, 
though perplexed by the abortive result, joined 
in the general roar, lest their neighbors should 
triumph in superior acuteness. 
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I could relate each of his stories word for 
word: — evanescent, as writing^ upon w%ter, 
have been many ol the lessons of wisdom; ab- 
surdity, even when the zest for it has fled, 
clings to the recollection. There were * the 
major and the monkey' — * the admiral's dinner' 
— * the devil's delights' — * astonishing the na- 
tives' — * calling the roster' — and * sangaree.' 
The eccentric profanities, with which they 
were thickly studded, prevents me from fur- 
nishing a specimen of these nugatory na rations. 

Radcliffe was sufficiently a veteran in the 
partisan warfare between debtor and creditor, 
to perceive that I was pressed into a service 
hostile to my will. To foster so promising a 
disposition, he adopted towards me the bluff 
urbanity of the camp; he invited me to what 
he styled a slice of* the king's own;' insisted 
on my * bolting a caulker;' and regaled me with 
his sextuple jesting-fund, negro songs, and the 
glories of the last occasion on which he ' got 
as blind as an owl.' This roystering jollity 
had the charm of novelty; its grossness was 
sublimated by the fiery spirit of battle which 
appeared to animate its votary; and, contrast- 
ed with the precision and regularity of Thorn- 
croft, presented itself in the attractive guise of 
manly, freedom. 
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My former longing af\er a sash and sword 
revived, and met with ample encouragement 
from RadclifFe, who said that I was cut out for 
a soldier. Having learning and nousy he was 
sure I should soon obtain a staff appointment; 
and it would be a 'shame to bind* a fine young 
fellow down to be squirt-master of an hospital.' 
He recommended, if * old sly' refused to *post 
the bit' for a commission, to make myself 
' scarce,' and be off to the Peninsula witii the 
first reinforcement. There I might make my 
own terms with * the s^ncient,' or fight my 
way to an ensigncy. 

< By the jumps, Bob! many an able com- 
mander has shouldered a brown Bess. There 
was Major-general Pepperpot — old Cayenne, 
as we used to call him — curse me,but that puts 
me in mind of one of the best things ever spor- 
ted by officer, non-commissioned officer, or 
private — I christened it « Astonishing the Na- 
tives — ' 

It is pleasanter to imagine than to be told 
what followed this threadbare exordium. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

Our house was divided against itself. Paren- 
tal apprehension exaggerated and multiplied 
my backslidings. Taxed with offences I had 
never dreamt of committing, I haughtily ap- 
peased a wounded spirit by relieving these alle- 
gations of their groundlessness. It was Ro- 
mance, not Sensuality, that had seduced me; 
and 1 have labored under the worst imputations 
of evil companionship, when stretched among 
the long grass beneath the beechen hedge in 
the meadow, unconscious of Time's footfall, I 
consumed the day in wantoning with summer, 
in cherishing the sense of existence, in tingeing 
the world with hues of a radiance unparalleled 
by the beauteous bow of heaven. 

My father went on a business tour through 
the manufacturing towns of Yorkshire, propos- 
ing to take London in his route. He contem- 
plated an absence of a month. His authority 
was devolved upon my aunt, to whom 1 was to 
be a sort of aid-de-camp, 1 counted the minutes 
until the period of his departure, and when he 
was fairly on the way, my heart seemed releas- 
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ed from a load, dnd I felt as if 1 had saddenly 
grown an inch or two taller. 

I was superintending the repair of a field gate, 
when, turning round at the sound of a horse- 
tramp, I recognized Frank Rodney. Dressed 
in the coarsest garh, I would gladly have sought 
concealment behind the hedge, but his keen 
eye had distinguished me, and in a second he 
dismounted and grasped my hand. 

* So you've thrown ^ physic to the dogs,' 
« Robert, and become gentleman farmer.' 

* I hate them both,' I answered; 'but when 
kings command, subjects must obey.' 

' 0, I see how the land lies ! Well, if you 
will not be tied to cathartics or clodhopping, 
follow my example, and serve the king in ear- 
nest. 1 have 89.id valete to the dozy divines of 
Oxford, and am about to get in readiness to 
join a regiment.' 

« Indeed !' 

' ITes; and you'll spend a week at St Aymers, 

and I shall explain all my motions since I saw 

you on the day of your fox-hunt to the present 

hour. I wish to know if our old scheme of 

being camp-comrades can't be realized. Should 

papa Btill resent your broken head, blindfold 

him as neatly as you can, and be with us to- 

niorrow,' 
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* My father has left home for a month; my 
aunt's permission I am sure will not be granted.' 

'Pshaw! elderly ladies are very forgiving. 
Take leave first,and ask permission afterwards.' 

* Well, perhaps 1 may join you tomorrow,* 
or nejct day; but I won't promise.' 

* You 'H perform, however, which is quite as 
good. Remember, I shall positively expect 
you. There are stirring news afloat, my boy ! 
More when we meet again.' 

Apologizing for his abruptness, he galloped 
off. I peevishly reprimanded the carpenter 
for gaping after him and shouting his praises, 
instead of patching the broken gate. Out of 
humor with everything, I could see no equity 
in the distribution of the gifts of fortune, nor 
could understand why one was born to afflu- 
ence and honor, while another, his equal or 
superior in the qualities that dignify humanity, 
was doomed to the mortifications of a lowly 
lot, embittered by an exquisite perception of 
his miseries. 

I vacillated about going to St Aymers, mar- 
shalling on one side .my aunt's displeasure, and 
a plebeian wardrobe; on the other friendship, 
amusement, and Ellen Rodney. The latter 
predominated. Borrowing tk brooch and a 
dashing vest from an acquaintance, I was stir* 
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Ting at the first flutter of the lark; and, leaving 
a written excuse, took the road with mingpled 
gaiety and compunction. 

1 met Miss Rodney in the neighborhood of 
the mansion. From the date of the former 
visit, I had only seen her by glimpses on horse- 
back, or in a carriage; but she still reigned 
queen of my aerial palaces. She was return- 
ing from a morning walk, wearing an undress 
of snowy purity, and looking like a rose whose 
petals are just unfolding — a red rose among 
the white. There was a nameless charm 
in her gipsy hat, her pretty parasol, the 
demure frill that circled her throat; her glove 
might have paired with Cinderella's slip- 
per, and had the age of chivalry been restored, 
it would have been my gage against the world. 

Frank, she said, would be elated at my arri- 
val; the. rest of the family I should find 
full of sorrow, produced by his headstrong 
determination to enter the army in the heat 
of the war. To preclude his taking any rash 
step, his father had consented to procure him 
a commission, though his education was in- 
complete. The regiment to which he was 
appointed had been ordered on foreign service, 
and their only solace in the melancholy pros- 
pect of such a separation, was that its com- 
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mander was one of Mr Rodney's earliest friends. 

The young officer had commenced his milita- 
ry training under the inspection of a recruiting- 
serjeant. He was at drill in front of the house, 
and, on perceiving our approach, lowered his 
musket, and advanced to the charge. Ellen 
smilingly repelled him with her parasol, and he, 
bending on his knee, loudly implored quarter. 

During my stay, I shared in- his exercises, 
and heard the particulars of his university his- 
tory, with the skill he employed in breaking his 
fetters. For some, he admitted, Oxford might 
have pleasures, but they were foreign to his 
taste. He was sick of its Greek, its proctors, 
its cloisters, its common-rooms, double X, and 
dulness. A snail appeared to him as useful a 
member of society as a lumbering professor; 
the condition of the most renowned man of 
letters, a species of martyrdom. While they 
pored over their libraries, the flower of life 
was withering; for them existence showered 
its sweets in vain; and the passing odor of 
fame was a sorry compensation for dreary years 
of self-denial. Mind and body^ he thought, 
should take the field together; the ancients 
advocated this doctrine; Socrates, though a 
philosopher, was a stubborn * customer in a set- 
to;' and the Olympic Games were open to the 



118 AN ONLY SON. 

whole family of genius — bard and boxer — histo- 
rian and whip. 

Mr and Mrs Rodney dined abroad the last 
day on which I tasted the hospitality of St 
Aymers. Frank and his sister held a festival 
of their own; when the latter retired, we dres- 
sed ourselves in suits of the ensign!s new uni- 
form^ reciprocated compliments, put on mag- ^ 
nanimous airs before a mirror, poised our wine- 
glasses in the style of accomplished soakers, 
and drained their contents in pledging all the 
British generals whose names occurred to our 
remembrance. 

'^And so, £arnshaw,' said he, ^you think 
the old gentleman won't stand a pair of colors?' 

* I'm convinced he would rather follow me 
to the church-yard.! he would as soon 'make 
me an executioner as a soldier. Victory he 
misnames chance; war, murder masquerading 
in robes of state.' 

' What says he to David, the ' man after 
God's own heart?" ' 

« That he lived under the Old Testament 
dispensation, ere the Sun of Righteousness had 
arisen with healing under his wings. Besides, 
the declaration of David himself, ' The word 
of the Lord came unto me, saying, Thou hast 
shed blood abundantly, and hast made great 
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wars : thou shalt not build a house unto my 
name, because thou hast shed much blood upon 
the earth in my sight.' ' 

* Why, Bob, you quote Scripture like a par- 
son^ but, preach who may, wars there were» 
and wars there will be — 

* Till our ground, 
Singeing his pate against the burning zone. 
Make Ossa like a wart/' 

I have heard of thanksgiving in churchcis for 
the success of the national arms. Your fa- 
ther's a Puritan, and drinks verjuice.' 

•Tm no Puritan, Rodney, and you must 
spare my father. Age has weaknesses, and 
youth should respect them.' 

* Well spoken^ Solon ! — ^you'd be a proper 
light-company man.' 

*Do you think so?* 

* Ten stone, and five feet eight.'. 

< Five feet nine, by Lieutenant Radclifie's 
measurement.' 

' 1 wish I saw you a captain.' 

* I wish you did— but it's a long way from 
the ranks.' 

<Hang the ranks!' 

' A coarse jacket has covered many a gallant 
heart.' 
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« True, and the more ehame for the commis- 
sariat. Earnshaw, place your fives upon your 
breast, and answer one question — Do you 
really and truly desire to see service?' 

• Do 1 hope to look upon tomorrow's sun?* 

' Then listen to me. I proceed to the depot 
in the Isle of Wight. The colonel of the reg- 
iment is a friend of our family. My father 
allows me four hun4red a year. Cut manure 
and medicine — join our corps as a gentleman 
volunteer! Command my influence — and be 
my comrade in fortress and field.' 

* You're a generous fellow, Rodney.' 

' Nonsense ! — I consult my own enjoyment. 
YeS, or no?' 
' I should like to accept your offer, but — ' 
' You dread the obligation. Come, come — 
don't be nice about nothing. For resolute 
spirits the skies of the Peninsula rain commis- 
sions; and when you awaken some fine morn- 
ing with an epaulette on your shoulder, why 
we cian talk of a bill for ' meat, drink, washing, 
and lodging.^ There are glorious opportuni- 
ties now — Wellington has done wonders — Ju- 
not beaten at Vimeiro — ^Victor at Talaveyra — 
Massena at Busaco. I almost fear the sport 
will be over before I'm on the ground — but 
Napoleon's ataunch. Your decision, old chum ! 
— a blade of blue steel, or a gold-headed cane?' 
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* My hand; Rodney — I am yours I' 

* Bravo !— here's to the young volunteer! 
I shall write when all's ripe and ready; until 
then you must sleep under arms. You can 
keep alive the generous ardor in dreaming of 
the dark-eyed Lusitanian maids. Spain and 
Portugal are the countries for a cavalier-^veils, 
balconies, orange groves, guitars, convents, 
and— bull-fights.' 

* They are lovely lands; poetry breathes 
even in the names of their provinces, cities, 
streams, and mountains. I have often jour- 
neyed in thought among the wastes of the 
Sierra Morena, and wooed the ' sweet south' 
on 'the banks of the Tajo, the Guadiana, and 
the Guadalquiver.' 

* And to these lands we go as deliverers — as 

the allies of a brave people, maintaining the 

death-wrestle of freedom against a gigantic 

foe. A bumper to the cause! Can you sing?' 

' No more than a raven; but music makes me 
happy.' 

* Every soldier should sing; I'll try myself.' 

In vain, in vain, young beauty weeping, 

Woos us in her bower to stay; 
While her dewy lids are sleeping 

We'll to horse, away — away I 
Joy there's none, my lads, like reaping 

Glory in the battle fray! 
11 



122 A.N ONLT SON. 

'With a proud flag waving o'er us, 
With a good blade in each hand. 

Thinking on the soil that bore us — 
On our own unconquered land— 

Friends behind, the foe before us. 
Who our onset shall withstand !*' 



A servant presented Miss Rodney's compH* 
ments, and announced that tea awaited us ia 
the hierraitage on the mount. Frank was for 
cracking another bottle, but I had not acquired 
the habit of dethroning reason, and secret in- 
ducements inclined me to prefer the lady's in- 
vitation. 

The hermitage stood uponi an artificial em- 
inence raised on an adjoining slope;, it was 
sheltered in the rear by a. maernificent oak, 
whose branches ovarhung the roof. Shrubs 
and flowers were sprinkled around, as if sown 
by the winds. The view from the quaint 
door- way was confined to a tangled glade, 
where a sparkling rill played pining ly around 
the ivied walls of a ruined chapel, till lost in 
a dense mass of forest trees shutting out the 
world and its frivolities. The autumnal sun- 
set, shedding its rose hues through Gothic lat- 
tices, mantled the beautiful bust of the maid- 
en, who, presiding among elegant China Vases, 
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piled fruit, and clustered flowers, might have 
sat for one of the unearthly heauties repre- 
sented by painters in their ' temptations,' of le- 
gendary saints. 

The attraction of a colt, an undoubted de- 
scendant of the famous £clipse, deprived us of 
Frank's society, and of the notes of his flute, 
which was at hand with his sister's harp. 
The latter was touched by the fairy fingers of 
its mistress, whose sweet voice accompanied it 
well. Having run over the melodies beloved 
of yore, she proposed singing the last she had 
acquired, assured that it would please me. ' It 
is a Spanish ballad,' she said, < which will 
help to while the solitary hours, when my bro- 
ther 's far away — 

*' The Spanish maid went to St. Mary's alone, 

To breathe her virgin prayer; 
But the band of the Gaul had the shrine overthrown, 

Long, long, ere she got there. ' 

Back to her dwelling the Spanish maid sped, 

The roof was wrapt in fire; 
0*er tile dear loved forms of her kindred dead, 

It blazed a funeral pyre. 

The Spanish maid rushed to the broad sea strand, 

When, bounding 6*er the bay. 
Swept the stately ships of a stranger land. 

Crowded with warriors gay. 
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* B\ood red are your garments/ the maiden said, 

* Oh, wherefore hie you here? 
The heart of my country already hath bled 
Its l:tft— I bear its bier.' 

* Daughter of wo,' cried the Britons, * we come. 

To w&rm that heart again. 
To drive the foe from your Southern home. 
Or never recross the main.' " 

There was a pause of some minutes, during^ 
which I continued gazing on her, with an ex- 
pression of respectful but unequivocal admira- 
tion. In modest confusion she broke the si- 
lence by inquiring the name of a flower that 
she culled from a group. I pressed it, half 
furtively, to my lips, then murmured in appar- 
ent forgetfulness, * beautiful, most beautiful I' 

* It is indeed a delicate flower,' — said the 
blushing girl. 

'Equalled by none in the island of its birth !' 
I added. 

Her fingers passed tremulously over the harp 
strings. <But you have not given it a hame.' 

•Miss Rodney! — I am no botanist.' 

She moved towards the door-way. 'Is not 
that my brother's footstep?' 

*No, lady — tis but the leaves of autumn, fal- 
ling as I shall fall, with none to mourn them!' 

'The good are ever mourned.' 
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•Yes, when prosperity trumpets forth their 
virtues. The forest groans above the shatter- 
ed oak — nature has no sorrow for 'the rath 
primrose that forsaken dies/ 

*To every created thing there is an appro- 
priate sphere — within that sphere alone can we 
hope to be loved and lamented.' 

*True, there is for each a fitting place, could 
it always be commanded; but how many perish 
without attaining it, scorned or disregarded !' 

*Can such be wholly blameless.^' 

*l am persuaded it is possible. A man may 
fail to find a home where he has a right to 
claim it; he may spurn the yoke which accident 
would fix upon him; he may sigh for the fair 
and proudly born — to win her he may sacrifice 
the present and dare the future: yet bafiled 
and despised he may be all his days, and ,he 
may surrender his soul to his Creator, a 
poor, forlorn, broken spirited mortal.' 
* Yours is a sombre fancy.' 

'Experience has colored it. I speak but 
what I know and what I feel.' 

'Surely that's my brother's tread!' 

'Permit me to conduct you to your brother, 
Hiss Rodney; you are weary of me — ^you hate 
me. It has been thus with my dearest attach- 
ments from the cradle — it will be thus to the 
gravel' 

11* 
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<You wrong yourself and me, Mr Earnshaw; 
as my brother'siriend, I esteem — as — but here, 
indeed, is Frank — release my hand, I entreat 
you!' 

The spring of a favorite grey hound intima- 
ted the coming of his master: we left the 
hermitage. The unceasing play of his spirits 
had depressed even Frank. Ellen sat for a 
little in her bonnet and veil awaiting the return 
of Mr and Mrs ftodney, then disappeared. 
Conver^tion became insupportable. Telling 
my friend that I should depart from St Ay- 
mers at day-break, we exchanged a heavy 
good-night. 

In the darkness and quietude of the bed- 
chamber, with nothing to disturb the stream of 
thought, the occurrences of the day arising 
before me in all their magnitude, brought a 
burning flush to my cheek. Spain, Portugal, 
the army — it was no illusion I — I should actu- 
ally witness the grand array of battle, and 
traverse the enchanting scenes to which I had 
been oflen transported on the wings of fiction ! 
I had dared to address the language of passion 
to the peerless daughter of an lincient house! 
What would be her opinion of me.^ How 
should I meet her again I Yet she was not 
unmoved; she had not discouraged me; she had 
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already confessed esteem, and this, from her, 
was no light acknowledgment. 

What was there to beget despair? 1 was 
young, enterprising, educated, matched to the 
genius of the times, which laughed to scorn the 
pretensions of hereditary superiority. Junot 
had risen from the ranks; Lasnes gloried in 
having been a grenadier; their compeers, the 
children of a revolution, reaped their honors 
with the sabre. Napoleon himself, had been a 
ne^y ad venturer, born in a paltry island, where 
distinction was a farce — a king of which had 
pined a pauper in an English prison. 

To hail our native shore after a season of 
successful strife, crowned with fame and for- 
tune — Rodney a colonel — i a general ! The 
chance was cheap at any hazard. How exult- 
ingly should I lead Ellen Ip tbe altar — the la- 
dy of Lieutenant General Sir Robert £arn- 
shaw ! — O youth ! — youth ! 
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CHAPTER IX. 

Frank drove me to Thorncroft in a hand- 
some two-horse vehicle fashionable at the pe- 
riod. The plan of our proceedings was defini- 
tively fixed, and both were pledged to secrecy. 
The carriage drew up at the farm-yard, where 
my aunt stood like a priestess of Ceres, show- 
ering the golden grain among the noisy ten- 
ants of the roost and pond. She made a very 
formal return to my friend's conciliatory salute; 
of mine she took no notice. While engaged in 
a parting conversation, she desired me, in a most 
ungracious tone, to attend the cattle to the 
pasture, as the servants, like myself, chose to 
make duty wait on pleasure. Lest personal 
dignity should be still more seriously compro- 
mised, I hurried Rodney on his way as expedi- 
tiously as I could. 

My father came back laboring under a severe 
cold, and extreme lassitude; in other respects, 
his journey had been agreeable. The sight of 
his fireside had a genial influence on his dispo- 
sition, which was thawed towards us all. I 
was drawn to him by * the cords of love,' and 
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while he spoke mildly and persuasively, there 
was no sacrifice to filial obedience I was not 
willing to make. His medical adviser recommen- 
ded a temporary confinement to the house. To 
soothe its tediousness, I executed his outdoor 
commands with fidelity and dispatch; assisted 
in the arrangement of his accounts, and read 
to him the books of his choice without wincing 
under the impression of task- work. He con- 
descended to explain familiarly the advanta- 
geous nature of certain recent purchases, and 
concluded with the observation, * You know, 
Robert, it is for you I labor.' The manner in 
which he pronounced these words was so rad- 
iant with affection, that I wondered how I could 
ever think him stern. 

In his altered mood, he communicated his 
wish that I should speedily resume my studies. 
It was necessary to be active in preparation, as 
November was drawing nigh. I was to go 
through the remainder of the collegiate course 
at the university of Edinburgh, which he un- 
derstood to be a school of medicine superior to 
any in Scotland. Another inducement he had 
for sending me there,was the offer of a religious 
family to receive me among its members. He 
trusted I would give him no farther cause of un- 
easiness, but persevere manfully and steadily in 
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a line of action calculated to ensure my own 
happiness, and to impart peace to hifl soul ere 
he descended to the ' narrow house.' 

This appeal to kindlier feelings touched me 
to the quick. I meditated ahandoning the mil- 
itary project, and revoking the pledge to Rod- 
ney: an unhappy circumstance turned the scale, 

I was busied in the dispiriting employment 
of packing my travelling trunks, and having 
accidentally left one of them open, my father' 
hsippened to scrutinize its contents. Ahove 
my Bible lay a tasteful series of volumes, which, 
being strangers to him, he examined to ascer- 
tain whether or not, they were worthy of their 
position. They were the writings of William 
Shakspeare — a profane stage-player! The 
Age of Reason, or the scoffs of Voltaire, would 
not have appeared to him more impiously out 
of place. 

I found him detailing the particulars of the 
discovery to my aunt, who participated in a 
horror as violent as it was sincere. Indigna- 
tion almost smothered his voice, hoarse from 
the effects of indisposition. He demanded how 
the collection of vile trash had come into my 
possession, and what had tempted me to bring 
the abomination in contact with the Scriptures. 

The books, I answered, were the gift of 
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young Mr Rodney; and their situation in my 
trunk was entirely undesigned. 

* They shall have their proper situation' he 
replied, stirring the fire, and flinging two of 
the volumes into the flames. The first impulse 
was to save the remainder; I snatched up one 
•—but pride recoiling from interference with 
the completion of what I considered a barbar- 
ous act, I quoitedit into the grate to share the 
doom of its fellows. Uttering an exclamation 
that has since caused me many a remorseful 
pang, and clashing the door very unbecoming- 
ly behind me, I went forth internally raging 
like a volcano. 

The <estrangment between us now was great- 
er than it had been before. To his culpable 
leniency my father imputed the indecorous dis- 
play of temper. 1 was sullenly resentful of the 
destruction of my friend's gift, which I regard- 
edas invaluable. While in this frame of mind, 
there came a confidential communication from 
Rodney, enclosing a bank note for ten pounds, 
and summoning me to the Isle of Wight with- 
in fourteen days. It was expected' at home 
that I should depart for Edinburgh in the in- 
terval. 

The last shirt had been deposited in its nook, 
the trunks corded, and distinguished by cards. 
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inscribed, Mr Robert fiarnshaw, passenger 
for Edinburgh, a seat in an early morningv- 
coach secured, and nothing but money required 
to complete my equipment. A message from 
my father intimated that this awaited my ac- 
ceptance. Language cannot describe how sin- 
^gularly I am affected by the recollection of 
that interview. 

Thorncrofi was an old, compact, two-story 
building — ^neat, but small. It contained two 
sitting apartments — below stairs» the parlor, 
above, what household usage styled ' the great 
room,' not because its dimensions actually en- 
titled it to the name, for it was only about 
twelve feet square, but on account of its being 
the largest room in the dwelling. I could enu- 
merate every article of furniture in * the great 
room.' They impressed themselves, on my 
mind at an age when I borrowed from it all 
my conceptions of household splendor. Over 
the mantel-piece frowned the dusky portrait of 
our Parliamentarian ancestor, stiff with un- 
shrinking resolve, buff defences, and brawny 
thewes. On its left side depended his trusty 
broad-sword, carefully preserved ' from rust — 
on its right, in a little wall-cove, was his Bi- 
ble, resplendent with huge silver ciasps, rarely 
touched save on occasions connected with the 



AN OHLT 809. 1$3 

jgeoealogy of the family, of which its unprinted 
pages bore the record. A sober bit of carpet- 
ing almost covered the floor. The fire-place 
was spacious and embellished with curious de- 
vices. Adjacent to it was a comfortable cor- 
ner, where stood a high-backed arm chair, 
stufled for the invalid, or the half hour slumber-^ 
er. The remaining objects of any note, were 
eight chairs, a table, and a desk-topped chest 
of drawers, all of substantial oak, carved 
like the ornamental wood-work of > a Gk>thic 
Cathedral. - During indisposition, my fether, 
as his bed-chamber was immediately adjoining, 
made choice of this apartment, and in it he 
granted audience for the purpose of furnishing 
my college charges. 

Nearly sixty summers had wrought their 
tracery on his massive brow; early toil had 
stopped his shouMers; and the depression aris- 
ing from illness made the peculiarity more ob- 
servable. His neglected beard, and thin, gray, 
disparted locks, to which he paid exemplary at- 
tention when in health, gave him a worn and 
anxious aspect. A pallidhue overmastered the 
brown dye of his cheek, and the dull blue veins 
of his large-boned freckled hands . were mariced 
in strong relief. 

When I entered the room, he was leaniofir 
12 



184 'an only sow. 

thoughtfully back iii the large chair; his legs 
crossed, his right arm resting on the table, 
above some papers covered with arithmetical 
calculations, his spectacles gently compressed 
between tthe finger and thutnb of his left 
hand, which was supported by his knee. 1 
stood at the opposite side of the table, until 
laconically desired to be seated. He adjust- 
ed his spectacles, dr^W a key froin a pocket, 
of his waistcoat, and opened the desk, the 
recondite repositories of which, ill the licen- 
sed times of childhood, I used to strain my 
limber neck to explore. At this moment I 
can almost think I hear the slight asthmatic 
cough that accompanied his movement. 

Unfolding a cumbrous black leather pocket- 
book, he drew from its leaves sundry small 
parcels of bank notes, varying in amount, each 
tied with silk thread, after a very orderly fash- 
ion, and bearing an inscription indicating its val- 
ue; these he severally rereckoned, and bidding 
me see if all were right, delivered over the 
total — fifly guineas — stating that, comprising 
as it did a sufficiency for reasonable expenses, 
it should not be increased in any case by a sin- 
gle penny. His hand trembled while transfer- 
ring the money; I was conscience-stricken iii 
taking it— ^nd heaven forgive-me t — some fiend 
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possessed me with the black idea that he parted 
it with reluctance. 

I lingered for the last commands, and accus- 
tomed admonition; he gave neither, but asked 
why I did not retire ^ to rest. 

I told him I awaited his final instructions. 

* Your own ar^ better!' — ha said; 'mine 
have been Mike water, which, when sprinkled 
upon the ground, cannot be gathered up again.' 
Leave me — ^your aunt will have your breakiist 
ready beffore day; ifshe choose to be your slave, 
well and good — I shall be so no longer. Do as 
you please hereafter— I have discharged my 
duty; where the grace of God aboundeth not, 
it is useless to expend words in controversy.' 

« Good-night, Sii: V 

* Oh, good night!' he responded, and his 
voice sank upon my ear like an echo from the 
tomb.. 

On descending to the parlor to breakfast, I 
was overcome by sudden faintness, as if risen 
from fever's debilitating bed. Every travelling 
preparation, including an excellent meal, wa9 
in a state of forwardness. I drank a cup of 
tea, but was unable to eat 9 particle. 'My at- 
tentive relative could not suppress her concern. 
She selected the choicest viands, and added 
them to the store she had appropriated for my 
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journey. As she bustled to and fro in the dim 
light, a vision of past endearments swam before 
moi and I was subdued to an infant's tender- 
ness. 

The trunks were stowed in the covered cart; 
the muffling completed even to the thick out- 
side neckerqhief. I stood like a statue in the 
centre of * the great room,' my breast surging 
with contending emotions. ' Bid farewell to 
your father,' said my aunt. 

I hesitated from an habitual fear of offending, 
when, opening the chamber door, she impelled 
me lightly forward. He was awake. 

* I am come to say farewell, father!' 

His heart was taken by surprise; he clasped 
me with both his hands, and exclaimed, ' God 
bless you, my son!' In the porch my aunt em- 
braced me. I oast a last glance behind. It might 
be an illusion, but a figure seemed to be plant- 
ed at the window of the- ' great room'— ^Guide 
of my youth, I would fain be persuaded that it 
was not thine! 

Inconstant as the face of the waters is the 
mind of man; over it the senses exercise their 
capricious dominion, playing with its moods 
and purposes, as the winds sport with the 
falling leaf. With the ordinary transitions of 
light and darkness, the change from the 
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town to the country, from the land to the 
sea, our •thoughts fluctuate, our determi- 
nations falter. On the lonely mountain we 
hold communion with God— on the mart of 
the swarming city we do reverence to Mam- 
mon. Within the precincts of a court, po- 
verty wears the downward look of crime; in 
the seclusion of the valley it assumes the 
erect port and unflinching brow of virtue' 
Passing from the glare of the gay assembly, 
to the rayless solitude of the midnight pillow, 
we peruse, by the flashes of reflection, the. 
story of the day. Our temples throb when we 
review the disordered company' of words and 
actions to which we have givea' birth. The 
willing dupes of social deception, we have 
gulped the honey draughts of flattery as the 
ofi^ring of sincerity, and have rendered the 
expected return with the flippancy of con- 
scious and confirmed falsehood. To gratify 
avarice, or low ambition, we have barteied 
the mutual and mercenary lie. The soul hov- 
ers with wearied wings above the diurnal 
waste courting the covert of oblivion. It flies 
for refuge to the sanctuary of repentance, 
flnd seeks to make its peace on high by vows 
of reformation. Lulled by the anticipation of 
what < to-morrow shall bring forth,' excluding 
12* 
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the terrific phantoms of abused existence, it 
resigned itself to a happy torpor. Tomorrow 
comes; Commerce pours forth its ants from 
their hiHocks; Fashion wings its butterflies to 
the sunbeam; Pride urges its thundering steeds 
along the streets and highways: the rows of 
amendment vanish with the nocturnal vapors, 
and we are again the crea^irea of yesterday; 
busy members of the grand confederacy against 
the peace and dignity of humankind; 

Change of scene, and the rush of new-born 
hopes, dissipated, or alleviated the regrets 
which clogged my receding steps from the 
abode of honest independence. As the coach 
whirled along, I conjured tip brilliant images 
of military life: horsed and plumed like Murat, 
I headed the charge, awoke the trumpet among 
the hills, or made town and tower tremble be- 
fore the roar of artillery. To the sublimity of 
siege and battle succeeded the revelling of vie- 
'tory — the studied magnificence of triumph. 
On the hard-fought field, hosts of the brave 
paid homage to the conqueror; in the vaat 
square of the imperial city he rode conspicuous 
amidst armed multitudes, waving banners, the 
smiles of beauty, and the acclamations of the 
populace ! 

At Taunton I altered my route, taking the 
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road to Weymouth. My travelling compan- 
iom were an old lady and a Somersetshire farm- 
er; the latter was going in search of his son, 
who had fied from home, with the intention of 
becoming a sailor. He was loud in his denun- 
ciations of vengeance against the fugitive, 
who, it was obvious, nothwithstanding, pre- 
dominated in his affections. During the whole 
of the way, his boy was the subject of his in- 
cessant conversation, to the evident annoyance 
of the matron to whom he directed his dis- 
course, who tried in vain to damp his commu- 
nicativeness by monosyllabic replies. The 
dialogue was suatained in a strain something 
similar to this; — 

' Whoy, I zooppose, ma'am, thee never 
heard in all thoy born days, of zo outrageous 
a vagabond as my Zim; there wur he, deame 
and I keeping ud, an he wur the apple of our 
oye^^wo didn't cramp un wi' larnin — ^not we. 
Went out and coomedin when he thought fit, 
joost loike a squoire — wuz free to go to the 
zellar, and zwili ale andz^ider for the long 
zummer day. An'wauns ! — what's thequen- 
seconce? Whoy, , he never zays nought to 
deame nor oy, but steals away loike a thief, 
loike a black-hearted, ungrateful thief I Naow 
ma'am} what thinks thee of that ?' 



^40 '^^ OHLT SON. 

f 

•Perhaps you punished him too severely,* 
« Noa, never punished un at all; to he zure 
oy did thresh un zometimes, hut whatzi^ified 
that to a stout chap wi' a hack loike a mill 
door ? I'll he revenged of the Judas, dang me 
if oy dont ! Shouldn't oy ma'am ?' 

* The young person has acted very wicked- 
ly, and deserves to suffer.' 

< As thee zays ma'am, yet foit deame's zake 
I shouldn't wish him to zuffer mooch neither; 
what's he done ai>er all ? Gone a larking for 
e month ! — he'll be waundily glad to zheer 
whoam, and thee couldn't hut loove the rascal, 
if thee zaw'st un; he's zo toightish, and zooch 
a cricketter !' 

I was well pleased when our arrival at 
Weymouth put a stop to the farmer's com- 
plaints of his son's ingratitude. The simili- 
tude hetween Sim's conduct and my own, 
awakened painful feelings despite the uncouth 
phraseology in which the story was conveyed. 
Alighting at the Crown and Anchor, the 
farmer commencedr his inquiries after ' Zim.' 
I went on board a trim-sailing coasting vessel, 
which landed me at Gow^s. . 

Following the directions given in Rodney's 
letter, I speedily discovered him. Our meet- 
ting was characterized by the warmth that aiv- 
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imates hearts an which the world has not yet 
set its seal. He repeated the assurances of 
hi 8 friendship; entceated me to be perfectly at 
ease as to regimental concerns; introduced me 
to his acquaintances; and aided in arranging 
the preliminaries by which I was to become reg- 
ularly attached to the service. 

There was a strange medley of characters 
among the officers at the depot — English, 
Welsh, Irish and Scotch: some smoothed by 
friction with society, others bristling with na- 
tionalities. Among them I recognized my ar- 
rogant school-fellow Peel, who had been pro- 
moted to a lieutenancy in our corps. 

When the gloss of novelty had worn away, 
I began to tire of the island and inactivity. 
My conception of the military gentleman was 
borrowed from the antique portraiture of Plu- 
tarch, and thehigh-'colored records of knight- 
hood. In the majority of my associates, I dis- 
cerned none of the qualities which constitute 
the ideal hero. Dinners, wines, wagers, and 
prospects of advancement, were their graver 
themes; stale jokes, and marvellous sporting 
anecdotes, thickly garnished with oaths, form- 
ed their staple of entertainment. Frontless and 
monopolizing selfishness was apparent nearly 
in all, except those who had lately attained 
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theiT * \)\usY\il\g honors.^ With few of them 
was I disposed to mingle. Rodney's versatility 
and Vivacity extracted amusement oijt of 
every body. 

Oppressed by occasional fits of sadness, I, to 
indulge them uninterruptedly, made solitary 
rambles by the sea-beach. I recollect one mel- 
ancholy evening stroll, the weather was chill 
and showery. A vessel, anchored hard by the 
shore, looked like a ship the crew of which had 
died of pestilence and famine. The weary 
waves broke upon the strand with a despond- 
ing cadence. Unmindful of the spray, I turn- 
ed my face towards the distant coast of Devon 
and then, for the first time, arose the thought 
that perhaps Lmight never see it more! What 
would be my father's answer to his friends 
when they asked of news from Robert.? He 
would vainly seek the Scottish post-mark on 
his letters; he would open one in the familiar 
hand, and terrible would be the shock to his 
spirit on learning that I was journeying^ on 
th^ waters to a hostile land ! To my poor aunt, 
grief for my flight, and BtruggHng with the 
wounded feeling of her brother, would bring a 
double portion of bitterness. Had I been too 
precipitate? — Whether or not, the acknowl- 
edgement were unavailing ! The Rubicon was 
passed! 
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Detected by Frdnk in these meditative walks, 
he rallied me on the early symptoms ofhome- 
Tsickness. He prescribed the remedy so fre- 
quently and so fatally administered for the 
maladies of the mind. Inviting a select set, 
he circulated the bottle with the ardor of a 
bacchanalian veteran; and laughing me to in- 
temperance, was satisfied that he rendered the 
service of a friend. The example was infec- 
tious: one debauch became the forerunner of 
another. Taught to boast of the extent to 
which my constitution permitted me to de- 
grade intellect and oppress nature, 1 acted like 
a promising pupil of the tumultuous school 
whose precepts are madness, whose practice is 
destruction. Yet even then the fervor of imagi- 
nation saved me from degenerating into an 
earthy lump of libertinism. However vitia- 
ted my companions, or worthless .their pur* 
suits, they were viewed through a medium 
which lessened their defects, and relieved their 
grossness. 

We at length embarked, and a favorable 
wind wailed us to sea. I despatched a letter to 
Thorncroft, expressing sorrow for the practice 
of deception, and declaring that I was forced 
to this clandestine course by my father's an- 
tipathy to the profession of my choice, and hia 
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tesolve to compel me to prosecute that which 
I abhorred. I was silent as to the particulairs 
of my situation, hut protested solemnly and re- 
peatedly that, under every circumstance, I 
should he vigilant in promoting the respecta- 
bility of the family. 

The voyage was unattended by any event of 
consequence. The wretched *accommo^- 
tions' of a crowded transport made it sufficient- 
ly disagreeable to landsmen; and our patience 
was tried by the rolling billows of the Bay of 
Biscay. Comparatively free from sickness, I 
had leisure to remark the helplessness of soldiers 
on an unaccustomed element. A sea-boy dis- 
played more energy and animation than an ath- 
letic grenadier. Such is tlie omnipoteQce of 
habit. 

We bounded over the bar of the- Tagus in 
safety, and landed near the castle of Belem, ex- 
ulting in the firm pressure of the maternal, earth. 
Our reception by the people for whom we were 
about to shed our blood, fell far short of my ex- 
pectations. They barely refrained from molest- 
ing us, evincing neither hospitality nor en- 
thusiasm. Swarthy women, and men who re- 
minded me of the bravoes of the theatre, were 
the only representatives of beauty and chivalry 
we encountered. The houses were in general 
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mean; their filth revolting^. Such- were the 
first impressions; there was no time for syste- 
matic examination. The order to march put 
our ranks in motion^ and we pushed forward 
with alacrity until we joined the army, under 
Lord Wellington, within the lines of Torres 
Vedras. 
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CHAPTER XL 

The scenes in which I was ahout to he an 
actor have heen depicted hy various writers aa 
the most memorahle in the history of the Pen- , 
insular War. Ciudad Rodrigo- and Almeida 
having capitulated to the French, the British 
commander had recrossed the Portuguese fron- 
tier, followed hy Massena at the head of the 
corps of Junot, Ney, and Regnier. Defeated 
at Busaco, the enemy fruitlessly endeavored ta 
intercept the retreat of the allied forces, who^ 
accompanied by a crowd of miserable fugitives^ 
gained, with little loss and in good order, the 
formidable position in which we found them, 

I am neither qualified nor inclined to pla^ 
the military critic. My bosom no longer throbs; 
in glad commotion to the sound of trumpet and 
drum. To me the phraseology of the camp 
was always a repulsive jargon — now it appears 
nothing better than the gibberish of bandittis 
I shall, therefore, abstain from adding another 
description, to the many already volunteered by 
the sons of the sword, of thp defences, natural 
and artificial, by which we were protected on 
the heights of Torres Vedras. Whether tha 
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lines were works entirely new, or old ones re-.- 
constructed; whether the glory of their erec- 
tion belonged to tTie Portuguese engineers, or 
to the hero of Waterloo, are points with re- 
spect to which I feel in the last degree indiffer- 
ent. 

There are recollections of the period that 
leave the mind no room for entertaining the dull 
technicalities of slaughter. The country had 
been deserted on the advance of the invading 
army. The forlorn inhabitants, homeless, pen- 
ny less, and despairing, thronged towards the 
capital, darkening its vicinity by the dismal as- 
pect of the most grievous suffering. Of many 
piteous sights I was the unwilling witness: I 
was informed of others still more appalling. 
Like deer driiren into a narrow fastness, whence 
there is no egress but through a band of savage 
hunters, the unhappy children of the soil were 
cooped within the confined district between the 
western extremity of the mountainous chain 
called the Sierra de Estrella, the Tagus, and 
the sea. Thither had they flocked at an ad- 
verse season of the .year-^old and young, vig- 
orous and infirm; bearing as much as was port- 
able of what the poor arafain to dignify by the 
name of property, and groaning under the dire 
conviction that their habitations would be 
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^vento the flames — Iheir gardens trampled 
under the horse-hoofs of hostile squadrons — 
their vineyards and olive-grounds made utter- 
ly, and for them irretrievably, desolate! 

Happy in her insular situation, England 
knows not by experience the multitudinous 
calamities of the devoted territory on which 
kings and conquerors celebrate their sanguina- 
ry revels. Perhaps ishe had been morally 
wiser and better for receiving one fearful les- 
son from the destroyers. Peace ^ight then 
.have been to her a word of holier import. 
Yet I cannot, from any hope of ulterior good, 
wish her the possession of knowledge at so 
heavy a price. Fancy shudders at the thought 
of foreign legions polluting our domestic sanc- 
tuaries, recklessly converting wha|ever is most 
dear to virtuous tranquillity to the black pur- 
poses of havoc and spoliation. We refuse to 
admit the horrid possibility of our churches 
being turned into loop-holed defences or ruin- 
ous shelters for the drowsy sokliery; our spa- 
cious highways, noble bridges, and magnificent 
streets, J)roken and blo^n up in the retreat or 
the siege; our fruit-trees; and ornamental 
shrubs TJut down for watch-fires, our hoarded 
treasures prodigally scattered among the ruffian 
followers of the camp; the privacy of our most 
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hallowed retirements laid bare to every ribald 
musketeer; t^he sacred hearth, where the em- 
bers have shed their cheerful light on honored 
ancestral faces, flooded. with kindred blood; 
the recesses to which wives, sisters, and 
daughters have flown in the tremendous hour 
of the assault, burst open by wretches veiKng 
the passions of hell under the features of hu- 
manity: we arm the spirit against the intrusion 
of such hideous imaginings; but we contem- 
plate without regret, not unfrequently with 
Satisfaction, our agency in bringing the scourge 
of war upon other nations, and read of the 
extermination of thousands of our fellow^crea- 
tutes with an interest as inconsiderate as that 
excited by the perusal of the fantastic combats 
in a poetic tale. 

The reflection may be premature, yet I can- 
not restrain the expression of astonishment at 
the homage paid to the fell system by which 
the ills that afflict mankind are increased an 
hundred fold. It is marvellous that lie who, by 
felicitous invention, or exquisite skill, has pre- 
eminently ministered to the'happiness of socie- 
ty, should not receive a tithe of the proud ac- 
knowledgment vouchsafed to him who, acci- 
dentally elevated to command, obtains the 
devilish distinction of marshalling the march 
13* 
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of Tum-, of consigning the flower of the youth of 
many \anda to a common charnel-pit; of mak- 
ing wives, widows — parents, childless — chil- 
dren, fatherless. The idle delight still taken 
by Europeans in military gewgawry, demon- 
Btrates that they have yet to attain intellectu- 
al civilization; they continue to unite with the 
savage in admiration of bawbles and feathers; 
and until the name of a mercenary soldier shall 
sink into a term of reproach, the most polished 
community in Christendom will in vain pre- 
sume upon its freedom from the darkest taint 
of barbarism. 

The regiment with which my friend and I 
were incorporated formed part of the division 
^under General Hill, stationed at the village-of 
Alhandra, on the Tagus. The appearance of 
our new comrades was very different from the 
elaborate neatness aiid ingenious foppery that 
in England marked the parade or the review. 
Campaigning had made sad inroads on the ap- 
pointmetfls of officers and men. There were few 
countenances on which fatigue and hard fare 
had not left very 'legible traces; and though 
food was then sufliiciently abundant, there 
seemed to be a general impatience of the har- 
assing duties consequent on the maintenance 
in the field, during winter, of a defensive atti- 
tude in presence of a superior force. 
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When once fairly absorbed by the business 
of the time, there was something inspiriting 
in this novel mode of existence. Stimulated 
by the great game of life and death, incessant 
activity and vigilance proved more tolerable 
than insecure ease. The total absence of leis- 
ure prevented the depression that would have 
arisen from being a cold spectator of scenes 
where there was much to deplore; it also shield- 
ed me from the painful recollections which 
must have weighed down the unoccupied 
thoughts. 

Attached to Rodney's company, I was the 
partner of his quarters, and, in everything 
that could indicate generous regard, his actions 
outstripped his promises. Amidst danger and 
privation, his careless good-humor shone forth 
unobscured. When I inveighed against the 
petty, exasperating warfare in which we wast- 
ed our energies, he chanted the theme of my 
complaint, in an extempore stanza, or sketch- 
ed an amusing picture of the * sensation,' that 
would be created by the veteran officers of our 
army, were they transported in their present 
plight, into the metropolitan region of St 

James's. 

On the fourteenth of November, the French 
general, after ineffectual attempts to force our 
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position, ordered his troops into cantonments. 
The allies, with the exception of Picton's di- 
vision, pressed upon the steps of the retreating 
foe, as far as the neighborhood of Santarem. 
Finding that no advantage could be derived 
from the prosecution of hostilities, the com- 
mander-in-chief permitted us likewise to enjoy 
the luxury of winter-quarters. Hill's division 
was distributed in, three villages on the south- 
ern bank of the Tagus. 

About this period there happened an event 
which, with the painful emotions it excited, ad- 
heres to my remembrance with the tenacity pe- 
culiar to distressing occurrences. 

The only person I had seen after our arri- 
val in Portugal, whom I could distinguish as 
having met before, was a private soldier nam- 
ed Edward Lawrence, the son of a small farm- 
er residing a mile or two from Thorncroft. 
Lawrence was a fine- looking young man, rash 
and thoughtless it is true, but free from any 
marked irregularities of conduct. He served 
in our light company, and I was indebted to 
him for various little attentions which, in the 
chances of campaigning, even an individual of 
his humble grade will occasionally have it in 
his power to bestow. Coming from my own 
county, it was natural that I should take an 
interest in him, as he did in me. 
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Lawrence had sustained, as he conceived, 
unmerited provocation from a corporal named 
Stephens, who, being of an over-bearing dispo- 
sition, by his subsequent behaviour rather ag- 
gravated than allayed his resentment. It 
chanced that Lawrence, malting merry 
with some of his associates, neglected the reg- 
ularcali of duty. Stephens, unfortunately the 
instrument of his arrest, chose in the discharge 
of his functions to indulge in an offensive re- 
mark. To this the reply was a blow. The 
unhappy offender was doomed to endui-e the 
punishment of contempt of discipline, inebriety, 
and insubordination. It is needless to enu- 
merate the circumstances connected with his 
trial. The infliction of three hundred lashes 
was the mitigated sentence of the court martial. 

On a bleak morning of December, the whole 
of the division was under arms at the village of 
fiarcas. A hollow square was formed, in the 
centre of which three halberts were planted 
triangularly in the ground, having their steel 
tops locked together. Beside tliem stood my 
ill-fated acquaintance, attended by the agents 
of military justice. He was muffled in his 
great coat; and while the adjutant read aloud 
the award of the court martial, he neither 
declined his head nor looked to the right ' or 
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left, but apparently fortified his powers of en- 
durance for that which was to follow. The 
tTOops, as is usual -on such occasions, stood at 
< attention.' 

When the adjutant had completed his task,' 
the surgeon, with his watch in his hand, advan- 
ced to the triangle. The prisoner was stripped 
to his shirt, which, being slipped upward, as- 
sisted in making fast his arms to the halberts. 
His lower limbs were likewise confined, and 
folds of cotton cloth were inserted at the waist- 
band of his trousers, that the blood might 
stream outwards. 

One of the drummers,a man of spare but sin- 
ewy porportions,bared his hairy right arm,pas- 
ged the instrument of flagellation through his 
fingers, and retreating some steps to collect his 
force by a rapid advance, awaited the wordy 1 
caught the dread command, and involunta- 
rily closed my eyes. The first sharp stroke of 
the lash resounded almost simultaneously with 
the motion. A sympathetic shivering perva- 
ded the ranks like a gust of wind agitating 
the forest foliage. 

^Attention, soldiers!' cried the adjutant, at 
the highest pitch ot his boatswain like voice, y 

Startled, I cast a glance in the direction of 
the sufferer. Stroke after stroke descended on 
his muscular frame with frightful precision and 
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rapidity. Each left a track as if cut by the 
surgeon's knife; yet not a moan betrayed the 
agonies of nature — not a breath, even when 
the thongs, soaked with the crimson stream, 
seemed to pjirt reluctantly from the raw 
and gory surjace. 

I could sustain the sight of the barbarous 
spectacle no longer; my heart grew sick, my 
brain began to swim — I reeled, and fell for- 
ward on the sward. 

•Attention I' vociferated the adjutant. Such, 
a trifling incident was not allowed to interfere 
with the routine of discipline; I was suffered to 
remain unassisted unth the rigor of martial law 
had been fully satisfied. 

Lawrence was borne to the hospital, never 
having flinched throughout the course of his 
excruciating ordeal. On his recovery, he re- 
joined the corps. Both in body and in mind 
he had undergone a revolution. He, whose 
capacious chest, errect neck, and well-set 
shoulders, gave him a manliness of deportment 
unimprovable by drill, was bent and gathered 
up as if he had grown old before his time. 
Unlike the majority of those who have endur- 
ed corpqral punishment, the sense of degrada- 
tion urged him into no course of self-abandon- 
ment. He declined the customary allowance 
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ofwine; was silent, reserved, solitary; scrupu- 
lous in the performance of his duty, shunning 
familiarity wiih former intimatesj and avoiding 
the formation of new friendships. 

About six months afterwards, on the eve of 
the battle of Albuera, Lawrence and his enemy 
.Stephens were sent on a reconnoitering party 
among the hills. In a heavy fog they were sep- 
arated from their comrades. The next morn- 
ing, when every one was expected to be at his 
post, they were still missing. The obstinate 
field was dearly won; in bearifrg off the wound- 
ed, the ^body of the Corporal was discovered 
lying in a grassy hollow. His left arm had 
been shattered by a musket-ball and he was 
disfigured by repeated stabs of a bayonet, the 
least of which was sufficient to have ensured tjie 
mortality of a giant. It was supposed that he 
had fallen a victim to the vengeance of the 
fugitive soldier. 

For above a year conjecture busied itself in 
vain concerning the fate of the presumed as- 
sassin. It was the current belief that he had 
deserted to the foe. At the battle of Salaman- 
ca, there appeared among oi^r skirmishers a 
man whose desperate bravery was productive 
of astonishment even in the hurry and confu- 
sion of an engagement. Apparently bullet-proof 
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he approached cfose to, the French columns,- 
and taking deliberate aim at the Officers shot 
several in succession, as an expert marksman 
would bring down the brancher$ in a rookery. 
He was crushed at last beneath a charge of 
cavalry, from which he made no effort to es- 
cape. Som& of the spectators of his (J^jing 
had him conveyed to the rear) He was dead; 
and it was known from papers on his person, 
as well as by living testimony, that the man- 
gled corpse was the' sad remains of Edward 
Lawrence. 



• • 
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CHAPTER XII. 

The wild spirit of adventure, which had giv- 
en an 'inexpressible charm lo my fqreign career 
did not prove a permanent source of enjoy- 
ment. The chivalry of the Peninsula, that 
brightened the daydreams among the shades of 
Devon, had vanished with, the knight of Man- 
cha, and left, as its representatives, a sensual, 
corrupt, and ignorant nobility. Many dark- 
eyed maidens glanced, ^ctos9 my path, but none 
to be compared to the fanciful cfeations whose 
voices of syren melody never ceas^ to sum- 
mon me until 1 abandoned hom?. Winter had 
receded within the icy circle of the north; a 
southern spring, by many a vernal token, as- 
sured u| of its presence; Nature, in holy strug- 
gle with the devastating hand of man reared her 
flowers and her fruitage in the very .fool-print 
of Strife. But the pleasant influences of the 
external world were as passing glimpses of an 
Eden from the fruition of which I was debar- 
red by the flaming brand of national discor/d. 
I was as a traveller in a majestic African land- 
scape, who, while he oflers pp silent adoration 
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in a temple worthy of the Omnipotent, is 
roused from his quiet ecstacies by the shriek of 
the chacal, the lion ^ g^owl, and th'e rustling 
of the cobra de capeilo. 

There were moments when I doubted the 
probability of ever arriving at distinction in the 
professiqp of arms. , I was disgusted by its 
|>racticat details — its marches and counter- 
marches — 'posts and pickets — purveying and bi- 
vouacking. My courage, too, wa» not of ch& 
eatapulta character — always, with stuhborn 
front, prepared for obstacles. It required an 
animating oppor.t unity for the displajj of its 
energies; after the excitement of an introduc- 
tory trial, it was, in average circumstances, 
actuated merely by tlie dread of disgrace, apd 
the desire of self-preservation. 

According to my experience, few subjects^ 
have more profitlessly employed mankind than 
the .possession of the quality called valor, 
which, if interpreted to be either the love or 
the contempt of danger and death, never ten- 
anted the breast of, humanity. It is a sover- 
eign law of our being, that our. affections 
sho'uld gravitate towards earth : a law that no 
ordinance ofstoicism can nullify. If the wish 
to wear out our allotted term in the sphere to 
which we are wedded by our organization, had 
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not been kneaded with oar elements, the globe 
would ere long be without a reasoning inhabi- 
tant. At ov^ry gust of spleen or vapor of 
melancholy, we would apply to those desper- 
ate expedients that are now the refuge of in- 
sanity, or of a state of mentah derangement 
amounting to •insanity, resulting fri^m the ar- 
tificial evils of the social system/ Therfore it 

• 

is that the Almighty has in his wisdom drawn 
a mysterious and impenetrable curtain over 
tbe future. Did our finite perceptions repose 
with complete assurance on an eternal land- 
iug-plice^it would be a light matter to overleap 
the precipice of time. But before us yawns the 
abyss in its black immensity, and we cling to 
the feeblest slirub rather than descend into its 
shadows. 

Bravery and cowardice, resistance and ter- 
ror, are common to all, modified by a thousand 
accidents of health, education, time, and.plaee. 
A powerful imagination, a.nd a sensitive frame, 
constitute nervous timidity; from a dull brain 
and a robust body is inoylcled unhesitating an- 
imal daring. The former quakes at the appre- 
hension of the slightest ill which it beholds 
looming gigantic through the mists of fantasy; 
the latter goes right on, trusting to sensation 
for the^ announcement of peril. To the one, 
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familiarity with danger is almost emancipatiofi 
from' fear; to the other, the first mischance is 
an intimation that it has ehtered upon a haz- 
ardous, road, whence to escape with honor is 
desirable^ 

It is singular .that multitudes submit to be 
'led to slaughter without the incitement of an- 
ger, or hate; but many will bleed with a good 
grace in company, who would tremble at a 
solitary death-bed. To retreat is worse than 
to advance; and- hope whispers to each that 
few^re the conflicts of which there has been 
no survivor. Thus jt is that thosfe who, in 
boyhood, have been taunted as effeminate, fre- 
quently acquit themselves res6lutely in fight, 
and return with the testimonials of inlrepidity. 

One powerful feeling swallows iip another. 
.The chance of death is preferred to the cer- 
tainty of intolerable ill. Timorous persons 
will appeal to the decision of the duel rather 
than innovate upon the wicked absurdities of a 
conventional code. In defence of her house- 
hold treasures, the weakness of woman has 
more than once superseded the methodical har- 
dihood of the cannonier. 

Some are exquisitely susceptible of pain, and 
would choose the insensibility of the sepulchre 

14* 
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"before \\\e couch of sickness* To thepti, the 
possibility of suffering is almost equivalent to 
the reality; and to be within range of shot is 
to undergo thd agonies of amputation. In this 
class I might have included mysielf — but with 
a large allowance for the.impetuoasness of 
passions tfiat overlooked contingency. 

To me the most perturLiiig thought, when 
preparing for in expected, contest, was neither 
a calculation of the opponent's prowess, nor 
yet the dread of subsequent bodily torture. I 
reflected that, ere the morrow's sunset, I 
should perhaps be with the dead. Others 
might continue to fashion their apts by the will 
of a terrestrial superior; a . transient lapse of 
hours might whirl me before the tribunal of 
God. This ideja ej^pelled every subordinate 
sentiment. When it fixed its grasp upon my 
soul, I went not forth merely to unbare a weap* 
on, in frantic quarrel, against a fellow creatUre, 
but to build myself up for encountering all 
that inspires awe in him who plants his l^ith 
on immortality, and is swayed by the persua- 
sion of Heaven's retributive justice. 

In the be^nning of my military noviciate! 
rioted in freedom from paternal bondage, for 
such I considered the sober maxims ths^ had 
bridled my youth. I was become a uian^ and 
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mated with warriow old and approved. The 
Iketise of the camp absolved me from what I 
accounted the wearisome ceremonial of public 
and, private worship. • Religion only interfered , 
at intervals; in periods of despondency, or 
amid the gathering thunders of the French 
artillery. 

I soon discovered, howeveri tbat one species 
of restraint had been exchanged for another 
more oppressive. I had never been accustom- 
ed to greet the matin song of the lark; now, 
at four o'clock, every ftiorning, whether the 
atmosphere smiled or frowned, I was obliged 
to appear on the mustering-ground. With 
frugality I had been acquainted; but I had 
served no apprenticeship to hunger or fatigue. 
I had acknowledged a master ivhose injunctions 
originated in anxiety for my welfare; I was 
turned over to the caprice of an iron authority, 
that would have estimated some battered and 
blackened pile as cheaply won by the sacrifice 
of thousands like Robert Earns haw. 

There was, in addition to these, a sedret and 
paramount source of vexation and disappoint- 
ment. I was naturally i as* has been elsewhere 
said, warm- tempered and affectionate — slow to 
perceive, but fiercel3t resentful of slight; lean- 
ing my spirit upon love and kind accordances, 
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cas infancy rests its yielding •step upon parental 
tenderness. The practical assumption of su- 
premacy by wealth or title I neither could ad- 
mit nor compnehendj nor did it ever oocur to 
me that equality in these matters was' indispen- 
sable to friendship. • * ' - 

Enlightenment came — unwillingly and 'in 
doubtj but in manifestations too obvious to be 
long misunderstood. When the pauses of 
campaigning brought the officers^of oUr regi- 
ment in social contact, it was difficult to explain 
how or why, but at ' their meetings I always 
felt isolated from the genial flow of gay com- 
munion; • 
> Rudeness or irtcivility there was none-^I could 
have wished there had been, for then £ should 
have known how to liave dealt with it. On the 
contrary, I was overlaid tyith the dry extfcrnals 
of common-place politeness — was invariably ad- 
dressed as * Sir',' and ' Mr;' and when spoken 
of to Rodney, was usually mentioned under the 
style of his ' friend.' My rernaiks were met 
with decorous replies of two ot three ^lla- 
bles; my sparing attempts at htimor were re- 
cognized by the phantom of a smile; attentions, 
springing from the sincere desire of adding to 
the general enjoyment, xyere declined, or where 
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such a course must have worn the gn'iAe of an 
affront, accepted with a Tigidity of courtesy 
truly insupportable. To this there'was someex- 
oeptiolv among the older officers, but with them 
my intercourse was \nRing. I gradually es- 
ttanged myself from their assemblies; and 
though Rodney protested against this disposi- 
tion to solitude, it was easy to read in his man- 
ner that it gave him no displeasurje. 

Peel was destined to "be^my evil genius. 
When his image rises before me, T am almost 
inclined to confound the ways of Providence, 
and to indulge the belief that there are indi- 
viduals born under envious planet s doomed to 
inherit a life- lease of animosity uncontrollable 
by their volition. He had commenced his per- 
secution'with my inoffensive boyhood; the first 
recognition of his glaxy eye at th'e Isle of Wight 
assured me that, when occasion served, he 
would glory in its continuance. 

It was the boast of the junior officers of our 
corps that they were — commissions apart — 
gentlemen; which word, so far as I cctuld guess 
at the meaning they attached to it, signified 
the sons oQ persons in good circumstances, and 
unconnected with tra.le. Their * Gentleman ' 
might have a meichant, tradesiuan, or farmer 
or- his grandsire^ but if bis immediate progeni- 
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tor were of the forbidden caste, his pretenstODS 
. to the term were inadmissihle — unless, indeed, 
the family wealth Vvere of such aristocratic 
magnitude, as to entitle. the cadets of the house 
to patrician investiture. I was heyond the pale 
of this gentility. I had not his Majesty^s 
warrant as a substitute for elder honors: — I 
was a dependent on the son of Mr Rodney, of 
St Aymers. . These facts were known to Lieu- 
tenant Peel, whose uncle wasa Gjeneral — whose 
ancestry was indisputably ancient; and* he con- 
ceived himself hound • to communicate them to 
his brothel- officers, lest their escutcheons should 
receive a blot from incautious familiarity with 
a 'person^ of yesterday. The language in 
■jvhich h^'Conveyed the revelation was coined 
in thti mint of his malevolence. It left an im- 
pression to my prejudice, which dispassionate 
representation would have failed to produce. 

In June, 1811, our regiment was included 
in the part, of the army directly under the or- 
ders of Lord Wellington, then quartered for 
«ome weeks in certain villages, north of the 
Tagus. Soult had retired to Seville; Mar- 
mont had proceeded in the directi^^n of Sala- 
manca. We experienced a temporary release 
from the restlessness of alarm and manceuveriug. 
Iji the .interval of tranquillity, sport, pastime, 
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and the various aids of hilarity were resorted 
to as the merited recompense of antecedent toil, 

A rural entertainment was given to tlie 
British officers by the Count of Santa Rosa, 
on his estate, near Almadilla. I was among 
the number of the invited, and, owing to the- 
novelty of tbe occasion, was led to depart 
from my secluded hat)its. Rodney declined 
going; on what grounds I have forgotten. 

The weather- was delicious : any inconve- 
nience that might have arisen from the heat, 
Vas obviated by the lateness of the specified 
hour, which wa^ considerably after sunset. 
An ample'saloon, ornamented, with silvan dec- 
orations, had been fitted up for dancing. Mu- 
sic, with refreshments suited to the season, 
were added to the attraction of gardens, noble 
in. extent, and\|astefbl in plan. The mansion 
and its environs had escaped the rayi^ges of 
•war. The laughing groups, promenading, in 
picturesque irniforms, among groves of the 
citron and orange, resembled rather light- 
hearted masqueradersjthan men recently reliev- 
ed from the turmoil of legalized destruction. 

An elegant supper terminated the entertain- 
ments #f the evening. Tables were arranged 
in separate sections in the great hall, so that 
the parties at each were individualized, whiie 
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tVvey, attbe same time, composed One briliant 
array of festivity. Unless where the Count 
himself presided, there was no particular leg- . 
Illation as to the allocation of the guests. I 
took a seat at the board with a knot of unaf- 
fected and jocund spirits, chiefly Irish; Peel, 
and a group of his supercilious compeers^were 
at an adjoining table. 

I had roamed among the . bowers, and, 
shrouded by the odorous foliage, resigned my 
spirit to a train of .reflection, pensirely pleas- 
ing, awakened by moonlight^ music, and the' 
tremulous flow of waterst From Thom- 
croft; which, to my inward vision,* appeared 
like virtuous humblenesss, silently upbraiding 
the faithless one, over whose love the world 
and worldly things have triumphed, I passed 
to St Aymers, the daughter pf whose lord 
shone with a pallid beauty, as from her vespeV 
window she seemed to gaze tearfully over the . 
misty meadow-lands, in quest of the return- 
ing form of him, who would have laid the sove- 
reignty of empires at her feet. I pictured our 
interview after years of absence. * To th e tale 
of abortive efforts and expiring hop?s, I heard 
her faint reply of sweet encourageratnt. 1 
spoke to her of felicity, entirely 0]lr own— the 
ui^btrusive flower of some remote vale, where 
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the chariot wheels of grandeur had never stir- 
red an echo — and my hosom was quickened 
into new life beneath the thrill of acquiescence, 
just perceptible in. the delicate pressure of her 
lily fingers. 

In this mantle of soft illusion t^as T wrapt, 
when called to mingle with companions bent 
on the liberal circulation of the wine-cup. 
My mood inclining me to participate in their 
enthusiasm, I did equal justice to the goblets, 
in which we pledged our country and our 
friends. It was carried, by acclamation, that 
each should honor the glass with the name of 
a lady. Reserve and discretion are evanescent 
before the juice of the grape. When it came to 
my turn, I announced, with, perhaps, intem- 
perate emphasis, — * Miss Rodney, of St Ay- 
mers.' After copious libations, yve took leave 
of our host. ' 

About a week afterwards, Frank and I were 
alone together. With a severity of counte- 
nance he had never assumed before, and a dis- 
agreeable ceremoniousness of language, he 
begged to be informed as to the accuracy of a 
communication which had been made to him. 
This communication was an account furnshed 
by Feel, in his malicious manner, of my having 
< toasted' Miss Rodney^ at the Count's fesli- 
15 
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va\. Iptomptly and explicitly. avowed what 
had occurred , without affecting to palliate a 
proceeding, which I could not regard as in any- 
way culpable. We were talking at the mo- 
ment. When I had pronounced the admission, 
he abruptly Stopped, and, in a tone' tl>at rang 
iniperiously upon my ear, observed— 

' Earnshaw, we are; still friendS; — if we are 
to remain so, this must not be repeated.^ ' 

A hasty survey of his features certified that 
he was in no sportive vein. I could hardly 
have been more stunned had I unexpectedly 
discovered that we wefe close upon the enfemy's 
guns. Diverging suddenly into a shady path, 
I quitted him withbut uttering a word. In a 
tangled nook 1 lay until daylight had declined, 
alternating between the gloomiest pride and the 
weakness of a girl On my return, I discerned 
the figures of some subalterns, Tvho were en- 
gaged in mirthful converse. Little disposed to 
sympathize in their glee, I struck into a differ- 
ent track. That night, disdaining the shelter 
of a roof, I made, a tent of my cloak, and 
kept watch with the stars at the foot o^ a 
. cork- tree. 
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CHAPTER Xfir. 

Deeply will he repent his folly, who, retain- 
ing the distinctions of an honorable nature, 
permits himself, be his motives or impressions 
what they may, to accept the condition of a de- 
pendant. It is misery to eat, by sufferance, the 
bread of him whom we cannot look upon with- 
out anger or disesteem. *Even the self-reward- 
ing munificence of friendship faUs short of a 
sufficient guarantee for the consequences of re- 
linquishing the identity of o.ur independence. 
Vacillation and misconception levy a discount, 
to which the best offerings of humanity are lia- 
ble. If we would seek to evade the payment 
of it, our amicable transactions must be estab- 
lished upon a manly and definite basis. Until 
the selfish chase after temporalities *^hall wax 
obsolete in the universal adoption of the sub- 
lime iifea of a real Common-Weal, Wisdom 
admonishes us that it is better to dispense the 
bounty of a benefactor, than to entwine the 
garland of gratitude. 

Notwithstanding what had occurred, Rodney, 
as formerly, exhibited daily indications of 
good will. Indeed, he evinced an increased de- 
sire to lessen the Irksomeness of my situation. 
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But the load of obligatipn, felt for the fir&t 
time, was already greater than \ could unre- 
. piningjy bear. If I were unable to dirainish, 
I was at least determined not to aggravate, it 
unnecessarily. He gfadually forbore to press 
favors which were constantly declined. The 
character of our intercourse, and relations un- 
derwent a silent change. We resembled un- 
willing voyagers in the same vessel,who, with- 
out the open display* of mutual antipathy, 
privately cherish the .anticipation of the period 
that will release them from the wearisomeness 
of an association in which accident has per- 
versely involved them. 

The fervor of military infatuation became 
wonderfully abated. Imagination could not 
always dignify a dull, a cruel, an undiscrimi- 
nating profession. I saw that I might long 
submit mv person as a target to the tiraiUeiirs 
of Bonaparte, yet remain unrewarded by the 
petty distinction of an ensigncy. Havil^ wil- 
fully embarked on the pestilent wa'ters of con- 
tention, there was no choice left, save to abide 
the fortune of the billows. Conld 1 revisit my 
native land, . humiliated and unsuccessful? 
■" Could I suppose that my father would forgive 
me.'* 
Although the French recalled us to the field, 
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months rolled past unsignalized by a single re- 
markable achievement. I fruitlessly sighed for 
an opportunity of securing, in despite of disad- 
vantages, a rank in the service. When the 
prospect of elevation had apparently vanished, 
instructions were suddenly issued requiring us, 
in the snowB of mid-wititer, to join in investing 
the strongly fortified town of Ciudad Rodrigo,' 
within the Spanish confines. 
^ For eleven'days the troops labored incessant- 
ly, preparatory to the assault. Exercise and 
exposure to the atmosphere must have previ- '' 
ously •cdnsoild.ated my bodily energies, else I 
should have sunk under the hardships I volun- 
tarily braved. I was among the foremost of 
the party which stormed the redoubt on the 
great Teson, and in the duty of the trenches 
more than shared the fatigues and dangers of a 
common sentinel. 

Two practicable breaches having been effect- 
ed, arrangements were made for a nocturnal 
attack. After darkness had set in, on the 19th 
of January, we were in readiness. I obtained 
permission to join a band of three hundred men, 
destined to lead the assault of the lesser breach. 
Few of these could calculate oh the sight of 
another sun. This was a source of encourage- 
ment to 8u<;h as, like me, were destitute of pe- 
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cuniaTy or personal iiifluence-^-adventurersfor 
whom no honors bloomed, unless they were 
gathered from the grave. 

Our brigade formed behind the Convent of 
St Francisco, almost on a line with the point 
of the defences to which our steps were to be 
directed. A moderate allowance of stimulating 
liquor had been dealt out to the men. 1 had 
provided a canteen of -wine, to be reserved for 
a moment of exhaustion. Suspense abided to 
the extreme sensation of cojd; but so intensely 
were my faculties absorbed by the fearful busi- 
ness of the night, that of no cordials, hoifrever 
exhilarating, could J have swallowed a drop. 
I trembled, without the wish to d saw back — 
and the few minutes immediately preceding 
the order to advance, were dilated into ages 
of anxiety. As to any effervescence of impa- 
tient courage intoxicated by the giory of the 
operatioixs ^bout to be commenced, it assured- 
ly did not agitate my breast — nor, as far asi 
could form an opinion, did it constitute the 
solace of any other. Conscious that we oscil- 
lated between time and eternity,, we longed to 
confront the worst, and .to let events determine 
our reposing plhcfr. • ' 

Favored by the dreary shadows of a starlesa 
sky, we moved compactly and cautiously on. 



4N O'NLT BOK. 175 

onhei^lded by the saund of a careless footfaH. 
We had proceeded so far in secrecy that it 
seemed probable we should gain the glacis un- 
detected. At once the flash of cannon blazed 
upon our right, the prelude of a tremendous 
peal, which caused the earth to quiver beneath 
our feet. To this succeeded the cheers of our . 
comrades, who, led by Colotiel Campbell, had 
cleared the greater breach. Blue lights began 
to shoot their lurid fires far and near; we were 
unmasked to the deadly play of the artillery; 
every instant of delay teemed with destruction; 
forward I — forward^ — was the feeling and the 

In perusing narratives of battles and sieges, 
by eye*witnesses, my surprise has been repeat- 
edly excited by the self-possession of some of 
the narrators, who profess to detail the minut- 
est particulars of every incident in the ohaos 
of mortal controversy, ^y best recollections of 
these spectacles are gleamy and fragm.entary, 
like the disjointed remembrance of a dream. 
From tjie opening volley to the shout of Victory, 
I can recall only patches of action, floating 
amid the smoke of the melee,- like glimmerings 
of reality dawning through the vapors of a dis- 
ordered brain. 

It is thus I bring to mind the circumstances 
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9AX«xidatit^^ the^ storming of the fortifications 
ofCmdad Rpdrigo. At the first discharge of 
the enemy's gunii, we who were to head the 
assault were propelled towards the point of 
atjtack by the wholp iorce .of the column io 
the rear. On we rushed in a tumultuous mass, 
while Jiere and there oiir dense -array was 
broken by the inroads of shot and shell. . By 
what means I eventually topped the breach, 
earliest and unwoimded, I know not; elsewhere 
I could not have contrived to be, unless I bad 
slumbered with the slain. . One scene of the 
dread drama is vividly before^ne; — In the glare 
of some combustibles, a French grenadier 
• covered me with his musket — a general oflSlcer, 
suddenly intervening, received the bullet in 
his arm. His fate would have been consum- . 
mated by the assailant's, bayonet, but for the 
rapidity with which I used my piece. I shot 
th^ man through the Jiead: they yet haynt 
iDB — the quick convulsion of his grim fea- 
tures*— the-exclamat ion of his blasphemous ' O, 
sacre !' as he leaped upwards ere his senseless 
carcase measured the ground he had maintarin- 
ed with fidelity contemptuotis of fean 

Success having crowned our endeavors, 
discipline was partially restored. My clothes 
imparted the feeling of being saturated with 
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blood. During a brief breathing-space, I ex- 
amined into the cause. A ball had shattered 
the (Xinteen; the wlfte deposited in it had oozed 
through my- apparel. Thanking. Providence 
for preservation, { dashed .al6ng»the ramparts 
to the assistance of the troops at the larger 
breach. There we ascertained that the town 
was ours. Then succeeded sounds and sights 
of horror more dismal than ever burthened the 
tortured fancy of misanthropy. 

Setting restraint at d fiance, the soldiers 
impelled by the brutish frenzy created in minds 
destitute of moral courage when recently es- 
caped from the perils of strife, gave a loose to 
the direst passions which crime and ignorance 
have pampered to emulate the fiends. Dis- 
persed in parties of- from four to thirty, they 
butchered the distracted stragglers of the fly- 
ing garrison, plundered the houses of the un- 
happy citizens, ransacked their cellars, and 
effacing by intoxica-tion the last vestiges of 
humanity, sallied forth^ yelling and ravening 
like wild beasts — holding an infernal carnival 
of riot, burning, violation, and massacre. 

Passing through a narrow street with two 
Scottish serjeantsr, I heard the shriek of a fe- 
male. Looking up, we saw at an open lattice, 
by the light of a lamp she bore^ a girl about 
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sixteen, her hair and dress disordered, the' 
expressioh o£ her olive countenance marked 
by anguish and extreme terror. A sava^ in , 
scarlet uniform dragged her backward, accom- 
panying the act with the vilest execrations in 
£nglish. We entered the court-yard, where 
the hand of rapine had spared us the necessity 
of forcing a passage. My companions were 
humane, conscientious men, with the resolute- 
ness that in military life almost invariably ac- 
companies ■ these qualities. Armed for what- 
ever might ensue, they kept steadily by me 
until we arrived at a sort of corridor, from the 
extremity of which issued the tones of the 
same feminine voice imploring mercy in the 
Spanish tongue. Springing forward, my foot 
slipped in a pool of blood. Before I coukl re- 
cover, the door of the apartment whither we 
were hurrying, opened, and two soldiers of 
my own company discharged their muskets at 
us, slightly wounding one of the gallant Scots. 
Intemperance had blinded the ruffians and 
frustrated their murderous intentions. We 
felled them to the ground, and penetrated into 
the chamber. There I had a hair-breadth 
escape from falling by the fftfy of another' of 
the desperadoes. Parrying his bayonet, which 
he aimed a( my breast, I could not prevent it 
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taking a lees dangerous course, and lacerating 
my left cheek, nearly from the lip to the eye. 
The gash, though frightful, threatened no 
consequence more serious than an ugly Scar. 
Surgical knowledge enabled me to perceive 
this, as T^ell as to apply the remedies within 
reach. — ^^It was a light matter compared to the 
accumulated wretchedness, visible around me. 
The room wherein we stood had been devo- 
ted to the festivities of a retired Taraily of 
moderate fortune. It contained the remnants 
of those ^pcent elegancies that properly ap- 
pertain to 'the stranger's' apartment in a 
dwelling of the middle class. Mutilated pic- 
turesj and fragments of expensive mirrors, 
strewed the fioor, which was lin carpeted and 
formed of different kinds of wood-, curiously 
tesselated. An ebony cabinet, doubtless a ven- 
erable heir-loom, had suifered as if from the 
stroke of a sledge. Its contents, consisting of 

m 

household documeiTts and- touching, domestic 
memorials, were scattered about- at randorf. 
•All antique side-board lay overturned; a torn 
mantilla drooped on a sofa ripped and stained 
with wine. The white drapery, on which fin- 
gers steeped in gore had left their traces, hung 
raggedly from the walls. Pinioning our pris- 
oners, we barricadoed the doors against intrii- 
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Bion, and proceeded to offer all the assistance 
and copaolation in our power to the inmates of 
the desecrated mansion. 

On investig^ation the Serjeants found the 
dead body of a domestic, whose fusil and dag- 
ger showed* that he had fought for the roof 
wliich covered him. His beard had been burn- 
ed in derision with gunpowder. One of his 
ears was cut off and thrust into his mouth. In 
a garret Tecess for the stofage of fruit, two fe- 
male servants^ were hidden, who could scarcely 
be persuaded that they had nothing to iear. 
Having flown thither at the approach of the 
ferocious intruders, they had suffered neither 
injury nor insult. They came to the room 
where I lingered over an object unconscious, 
alas! of my commiseration, and in accents half 
choaked*by sobs, called upon Donna Clara! 1 
pointed to the alcove where the heart-broken 
lady had flung herself on the bleeding corpse 
of her gray-haired fathef. She, toos might 
have had a shelter ing-place, could her filial pie- 
ty have permitted her to remain -there when 
her high-spirited sire feebly strove to repel the 
violators of his hearth. 

Master of a few Spanish phrases, I used 
them in addressing some words of comfort to. 
the ill-sjtarred girl. Th^y were to her as the 
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8ong of the summer-bird carolled to despair. 
Her sole return was a faintly recurring plaint, 
that seemed to say, * Let my soul depart iu 
peace !' 

I motioned to her attendants to separate her 
from the beloved source of her unutterable 
sorrow. They could not comply without the 
application of force bordering upon violence. 
Bidding them desist, I signified a desire that 
they should procure some animating restora- 
tive. A flaisk of wine was brought. The Ser- 
jeants withdrew. One of the women held the 
lamp; the other gently elevated her mistresses 
head. Kneeling by the couch in the alcove, I 
poured a little of the liquor into a glass, applied 
it to her lips — then took it away, until I had 
concealed my uniibnfh beneath the torn 
numtilia. 

Affliction, thou hast long been my yoke- 
fellow! Thou hast smitten to the core of my 
being with a frequent and a heavy hand : but 
I bless an a 11- wise, an all-merciful God, who 
tries that he may temper us, that I have not a 
second time been doomed to witness aught so 
crushing to the soul — so overwhelming in woe 
— as the situation of the young creature over 
whom I watched on the baleful midnight of 

our Victory ! 

16 
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S\vfc liad "battled with a might exceeding' her 
sex's strength, against nameless indignities, 
and she bore the marks of the conflict. Her 
maidenly attire was rent into shapelessness; 
her brow was bruised and swollen; her abun- 
dant hair, almost pretematurally black, stream- 
ed wildly over her bosom, revealing in its in- 
terstices fresh waving streaks of crimson, which 
confirmed the tale of ultra-harbarian outrage; 
her cheek had borrowed the same fatal hue 
from the neck of her slaughtered parent, to 
whom, in iier insensibility, she clung with 
* love strong as death.* Daughter of Spain! — 
well was it for thy sire that he was gone from 
a polluted world — ^well was it for him to whom 
thou wouldst have flown in thy desolate^iess, 
that his place was filled by a stranger to his 
wounded dove — one who, though devoted as a 
brother, could better bear up un^er the bitter 
ministrations of that hour! 

Through the means adopted, she gave token 
of revival. Her hand had retained a small goki 
Cross, and she raised it to her lips. The clouded 
lids were slowly expanded from her large dark 
eyes. A low, agonizing rrioan followed. I has- 
tened .to present the wine. In the. act, the 
xnaiAiXiA fell from the arm which conveyed the 
glass. Appallingly she shrieked — became con- 
vulsed — passed from fit to fit — expired. 
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f called the seijeants. 

*We are here,' they answered. 

'Spurn those monsters, bound as they are, in- 
to the court-yard — remain in the house until 
morning — I must hence. 
*It will be dangerous. Sir, to venture into the 
streets tonight — consider your wound.' 

«It may be so — 1 wish it m^y — help me to 
clear the passage. — I do not feel a wound!' 

I plunged into the darkness. The black en- 
signs of the Almighty's wrath were unfurled 
ovef the earth, of which all . lovely and holy 
things had taken an eternal farewell, and re- 
signed it to the dominion of demons. There 
was to be no future resurrection of the morn- 
ing. — Thus spoke my tempestuous emotions. 
But morning came at last, and its gray eye 
. saw me, like a shipwrecked mariner, pacing 
mournfully near the gate of St Jago. 
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CHAPTER XIV. 

The capture of Ciudad Rodrigo was denom- 
inated 'a brilliant operation.' Of the contend- 
ing parties at least two thousand perished ere 
the close of the siege. Many of the wounded 
died from exposure to the elements at an in- 
clement season. Calamity was throned in fu- 
neral state upon the ramparts of the trembling 
city. It was for national gratitude to over- 
balance ills inseparable from warfare. Lord 
Wellington was created a Spanish grandee and 
an English earl. The British parliament added 
a yearly pension of i&3000. to keep the titles in 
countenance. Of the humble instruments of* 
his will, the survivors were made supremely 
happy by *a vote of thanks.' 

The daylight was v»ry welcome afler what 
I had seen and endured. I was threatened 
with serious illness from want of rest, loss of 
blood, and the effects of the night-damp. The 
troops, jaded by the headlong indulgence of 
debasing propensities, began to re-assemble 
around the standard of duty. I obtained a 
bed in an obscure house, apd sent a note to 
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Rodney. What .a luxury it was to lay my 
head upon, a pillow! 

I slept for sixteen hours, undisturbed as 
those who were lying unconscious in the breach. 
I mean physically quiescent, for the machinery 
of thought too readily resumed its activity, 
riVid troubled my repose with a confused repeti- 
tion of late events. The din of the assault — 
that indescribable mingling of artillery, mus- 
ketry, groans,shouts, and imprecations — swelled 
around me like a raging sea. The cheated sense 
was seared by the continual flaming of gunpow- 
der, and the glaring of vengeful faces. The tu- 
mult of the brain announced the disorder of the 
body. I had need of a surgeon. The cut in 
my cheek was irritated, my temples throbbed 
with the strong piulsation of fever. 

In the absence of medical assistance, I 
scrawled a prescription, directing my host to 
forward it to a vender of drugs. While 
awaiting the messenger, a British orderly en- 
tered the apartment. Inquiring my name, he 

presented General V 's compliments^ 

with the general's anxious wishes to see me 
immediately at his quarters. I expressed much 
regret that the chances of war rendered me in- 
capable of paying my /espects to so distin- 
guislied an officer. 
16* 
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In less than an hour al^ejrwards' the door 

was lightly tapped. General '^ , hearings 

his arm in a sling, and accompanied by a mili- 
tary surgeon, approached my bedside. He 
extended his leilt hand. 

' I cannot offer you the rfght hand, Mr Earn^ 
shaw,' he §aid; ' thanks to the tall«Frencbma*h 
who but for you would have given me a more 
serious memento than a trifling flesh-wound. 
But I trust you will grant me the pleasure of 
furnishing a lodging better suited to your case. 
I wish to have you under my personal superin- 
tendence, if my friend the doctor will author- 
ize your removal.' 

I knew that lie referred to our , meeting in 
the storming-party, when fortune afforded the 
opportunity of saving his life.- Making ac- 
knowledgments for the interest he was pleas- 
ed to take in me, I begged to decline any tes- 
timony of gratitude originating in an interfer- 
ence purely accidental. The general, howev- 
er, insisted on his right of reciprocity. The 
surgeon,' being of opinion that I might be re- 
moved with safety, I assented to his request, 
and was conveyed to a comfortable residence, 
wliere I was tended with every care compati- 
ble with circumstances. 

m 

For above a fortnight I was confined to the 
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couch. During the greater part of the period 
my mind was unsettled. The kind old officer 
provided for me with the solicitude of a parent. 
fie came regularly after the fever abated, to 
lighten the tedium of solitude by reporting the 
news of the day. The first occasion on which 
I quitted my chamber was to participate in his 
evebingmeal, behaving a desire to converse 
with me on matters of importance. 

On descending to the appointment, I found 
him bustling among papers^ and dictating to a 
secretary. Arising from his seat, he saluted 
me with emphatic cordiality; then proceeded 
to complete the business before him, which 
he speedily despatched; and, taking my arm, 
passed into a cheerful little room, whcye a table 
was spread for supper. After some desultory 
inquiries and remarks, he remained silent and 
thoughtful for a considerable time. As he 
bent forward in the attitude natural to delib- 
eration, the light fell upon Ids scattered and 
hoary locks, and broad indented brow. My 
heart warmed towards him with a glow almost 
filial. I marvelled by what singular fatality 
^o patriarchal a form came to be enrolled 
among the apostles of carnage and ruin, v 

« My young friend,' he said, * before going 
further, let me preitaise to you, that I am a 
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plain straight-forward man — aware of your 
story, and disposed to serve you.' 

I bowed^ 

« Your, mode of joining the army was a 
youthful imprudence. Among us a volunteer 
is a neglected nondescript; the odds against 
his promotion are a thousand to one— enough 
of that. There are three things essential to 
you in the Peninsula; — ^vigorous^ health, moder- 
ate funds,and a commission. To regain the first 
you must have quiet and change of scene; as 
to the second,though not very rich I can afford 
to he for the present your banker; with respect 
to the third, until we ascertain the success of 
an application already forwarded, you shall be 
classed and paid as a cadet.' 

« You are too good, sir' — I answered — * the 
last assurance meets all my wants, and exceeds 
my expectations.' 

* No nonsense, boy I — no nonsense ! — This 
purse contains^a hundred guineas — take charge 
of it;— now, a glass of wine — I must to ham- 
mock betimes to recruit for an early morning. 
The works are repaired, a Spaniard appointed 
governor. Wellington will not let us rust in 
garrison. I march with my division tomor- 
row; you, when your strength permits, will 
cross the frontier, and retire as far from the 
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blast of the bugle as you can. No more f ght- 
ing for months. Hovfr came you by that soar 
upon your cheek ?' 

I related the mode in which I had been 
wounded, and the tissue of atrocities with 
which theafiair w^s contiected. 

He filled a goblet of wine and gulped it 
down. 

^ Should such incarnate devils*' I exclaimed, 
* be suffered to live !' 

He rang the bell — ^Leave them to the French, 
my dear lad — Leave them to the French — 
What would you have us do ? — Establish in 
^ each town we take an Old Bailey; turn the 
subalterns into finishers of the law, and string 
every tenth man? In no other way could we 
dispense equal justice. War presents a poison- 
ed bowl, and this is one of its diabolical ingre- 
dients!' • 

A soldier waited the . General's commands. 
« I am for bed/ Verner. Good-night, my young 
friend! I shall be mindful of your interests-^ 
good-night!' 

We shook hands and parted. In passing 
through the outer chamber, 1 caught the re- 
flection of my figure in a large mirror. But 
that my dress was proof positive of identity, I 
might have deemed myself the sport of opti- 
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ca\ dbeception. Suaken eyes, -ghastly color, 
and the transverse cut which had seamed and 
contracted the skin of the cheek, gave me a 
cast of features grotesque and wo-begone) I 
looked like a plant shrivelled by an untimely 
frost. Addressing tha spectre in the glass, I 
said, « You are sorely altered, Robert! — and 
much do you need tranquillity; but whither, 
oh, whither! sRall you go to find it!' A single 
division and a small body of calvalry were dis- 
tributed OH the Agueda, foi^the security of the 
new conquest. The remainder of the army 
moved to Frenada,where Lord Wellington pre- 
pared for the siege of Badajoz. 1 stayed behind 
from inability to travel. Rodney went with his 
regiment. He neither called on me in the peri- 
od of my illness, nor after my recovery; but 
enclosed a sum of money in a billet cohtaining 
vague excusQS and studied expressions of es- 
teem. I returned the favor as unnecessary, 
with scrupulous acknowledgments of the liber- 
ality that had madp me so often and so deep- 
ly bis debtor. 

The desire to impart a happy surprise to my 
friends had prevented me from corresponding 
with them since the day I sailed from Albion. 
I still procrastinated that act of duty from the 
expectation of being empowered to announce 
my appointment to an ensigncy. 
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In consequence of venturing abroad too soon, 
I brought on a second inflammatory attack, by 
which 1 was detained an additional month 
a prisoner within the city. During my 
convalescence, I became acquainted with a 
fellow soldier and sufferer whose name I 
had heard associated with anecdotes, which 
led me to form a preconception of him far 
from propitious to* an amicable connec- 
tion. 

Fitzgibbon Daly was a captain in the 

regiment of foot; an Irishman, and a renowned 
duellist. He was reckoned an incomparable 
marksman. His nerves had been fortified by 
the numerous ' affairs' in which his coolness 
and address were signalized either as principal 
or second. From the sort of celebrity he had 
attained, he might have taken rank as a bellig- 
erent on his. own account, levying petty war 
for his especial gratification. It proved an un- 
profitable pastime, having nearly expelled him 
from his profession and effectually barred his 
advancement. While known to me only by 
the description of his exploits, I always pictur- 
ed him as a person who to the etiquettical emp- 
tiness of a coxcomb, added the murderous apa- 
thy of a buccaneer. 
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The duel — that mischievous remnant of feu- 
dal manners long denounced hy the wisest and 
hest — is falling into disrepute, though there are 
memorahle instances to show the pertinacity 
with which Folly clings to whatever caters to 
its insatiable vanity. Over it the exalted, phi- 
lanthropy of religion wields no control. Its 
complacent insensibility is impenetrable to ev- 
ery weapon, save one which rarely fails in lanc^ 
ing even the callosity of a worldly hosom. Ri- 
dicule is the only effective instrument for hring- 
ing those to reason whose insane pride insists on 
suhmitting the distinctions of right and wrong 
to a mode of arhitrament so superlatively ridic- 
ulous as the ultimate appeal of modem honor. 

Satisfaction must be offered or obtained for 
injury inflicted or received; what satisfaction? 
The chance of a pistol shot at ten or twelve 
paces. Are superior qualities developed by 
such an ordeal? Wherein does this blind per- 
iling of the person atone for the infraction of 
. the ordinances of heaven, and the covenants of 
society? — ^Why waste words! To vindictive- 
ness, inordinate self-love, or senseless passion 
the duel owes its origin and its continuance. 

In a trtily enlightened community, public 
opinion will be the peaceful conservator of 
public decorum. Every nation claiming to be 
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distinguished for real refinement, will supply 
the ineffictency of written law by doing spon- 
taneous reverence to virtue, and discountenanc- 
ing the slightest compromise of elevated feeling:. 

That state will merit the palm of pre-emin- 
ence in which goodness shall be held synony- 
mous with fashion, and indifference to the hap- 
piness of others J deemed the characteristic type 
of barbarism. When the beauty of morals has 
become the subject of universal recognition, 
the audacious display of triumphant depravity 
will no more be toletated than the presence 
of a wolf in the sheep-fold. 

I had conceived the redoubtable Daly to be 
a person whose exterior corresponded to his 
reputation — a scowling bully, captiously obser- 
vant of the institiites of quarrel. In this partic- 
ular I was completely at fault. He was be- 
tween forty and fifty years of age, extremely 
slight in figure, pale and spare of visage, totally 
free from the plebeian attributes of a Hector. 
In the poverty of his ideas, he rivalled my old 
friend and adviser, Radclifie, whom he had met 
in Jamaica, and to my knowledge of whom I 
was indebted for our intimacy. 

Recovering from a severe contusion on the 
knee, he, by the help of a great blackthorn stafi*, 
which he estimated beyond all price, as the un- 
17 
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ISinching partner of innumerable adventures, 
came frequently to see me. Though I did not 
enter keenly into the bent of his whimsicalities, 
they served to beguile the hour — the more so, 
as the Captain evinced a blunt sympathy for 
me, which wore at least the strongest outward 
signs of sincerity. 

At nineteen he obtained a commission — in 
the vicissitudes of a military career, he was 
present in actions of note, in Europe, Asia, Afri- 
ca and America. It might have been supposed 
that his conversation would, in consequence, 
have sparkled with instruction. Such an ob- 
ject, however, was foreign to the drift of his 
discourse. — His speculations were restricted to 
the rading calendar and the mysteries of dog- 
training; Duelling was a topic, the introduc- 
tion of which he avoided. . When I touched 
upon it, he shook his head with much solemnity, 
and reprobated the practice as highly unbecom- 
ing and absurd. 

I asked him, how he contrived to reconcile 
precept and example? 

He confessed that he had been * out pritty 
often,' but in every instance there was no hon- 
orable alternative. His public spirit drew him 
into disputes with his commanding officers, in 
consequence of which his claims to promotion 
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had been neutralized : he might otherwise have 

I 

been at the head of a regiment. This was a 
hardship — ^yet to obviate it was impossible. 
Wherever grievances existed, he was sure to 
be selected as their redressing representative; 
and would I have him, from eold and selfish 
considerations, turn his back upon a just cause? 

^ Allowing the praise due to these disinter- 
ested endeavors,' I rejoined, * still the majority 
of your quarrels must have been of a nature 
decidedly personal.' 

*Why it's true enough — the majority, as 
you observe^ have; — but how can I prevent it? 
Some people are niver asy without a bothera- 
tion on their hands — and are in a hurry to say 
what they don't like to unsay, and what a 
person of delicacy can't put up with. — Now 
there' was Gaskell, of our regiment; — ^you 
knew Gaskell?' 

' No.' 

' An excellent fellow and a capital shot — 
rode a steeple-chase like a Leicestershire 
'squire. Well, it was in a town in the Alentejo 
— we were spaking of Prendergast's pointer, 
and I remarked that he was a liver-colored dog; 
Gaskell gave me a flat contradiction. — ' I know 
the dog,' says I, ' and I pledge my honor to the 
fact' — Gaskell repated his denial. — Job him- 
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self couldn't stand it! I sent himameftage, 
immadiately, and we met next morning at the 
vineyards.' 

^ Surely nothing serious was produced by so 
slight a misunderstanding?' 

'A gentleman ^s word impachedl — ^Do yon 
call that slight? However, nothing sarious 
followed; his ball whizzed past me — ^mine 
touched his elbow and fractured the bones a 
little: with this my friend expressed himself 
content. Gaskell lost his arm, and sailed for 
England. I was as sorry for him as if he had 
been my brother. He was a prime sportsman, 
and his heart was in the right place. Ton will 
perceive I had no wish for the thing. — What 
was to be done? I make it a point not to of- 
fend a babe; — but a soldier's honor, you know, 
must be abo^e suspicion. — There would Be few 
duels if every one was as fond of pace and 
quietness as Fitz Daly.' • 

I was rather sceptical of the Captain's pa- 
cific tendencies, but deemed it prudenl to 
veil my incredulity in silence. During our 
intercourse, he favored me with frequent ad- 
monitions respecting the maintenance of a sa- 
gacious economy, and the mode of demean- 
ing myself toward those who might be dis- 
posed to assume a ^ troublesome bearing.' 
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• 

His maxim was, that he who* would ensure 
respect must be always ready for action. We 
left Ciudad Rodrigo together, and separlEited 
with something like regret; he to attend the 
opening of the trenches before Badajoz; I to 
re-establish a debilitated frame in the less tur- 
bulent district around Almeida. 



17 
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CHAPTER XV. 

He whose pulsations make the music of high 
health, though endowed with greater capacity 
to pervade the exhaustless pleasure-haunts 
which Nature has provided for her votaries, 
is not so exquisitely attuned to her rarest hai> 
monies as is the eipancipated captive of the 
sick bed. It see^is to be an immutable and 
universal law of the presiding Intelligence, 
that as there is no temporal good wholly unal- 
Ipyed by evil — so there shalll)eiio out-pouring 
of affliction without its consolatory after-drops. 
The wrenching malady, that has all but forced 
the citadel of life*, while it unfits the frame for 
braving the wrath of the elements, lays bare 
a iairy labyrinth to joyous sensation, in which 
the mystic Voices, that murmur their faint 
hymns by brook and bower, wake echoes of 
jesponsive tenderness. Whatever is grateful 
to the material man, appears to participate in 
his renovation. The herbage wears a more 
refreshing verdure--the flowers exhale a more 
insinuating fragrance — the orbs, on* which he 
settles his wistful eye at eventide, shine forth 
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less imperfect symbols of the Divinity. In him 
and around him reigns supreme the eternal 
principle of Love, elevating and beautifying 
all things — ^inducing to the tempered soul'a 
sublime lowliness, borrowed from the abashed 
perception bf the Almighty's attributes, and 
ike cherished consciousness that, notwithstand* 
ing the multiplied aberrations from the direct 
line recognized by the blindest of Adam's pos- 
terity, the chastened offender may still assure 
himself of a sanctuary of peace and mercy, al- 
though every country on earth should with- 
hold the cooimon birth-right of the clay, and 
the door of his natal dwellinjg; exclude him 
lYom the courtesies of a stranger. 

A band >of invalids courted the reviving 
breeze at a hamlet near Almeida, the position 
of a British post. Thither I repaired, and by 
a fortunate ' chance waa admitted to the very 
residence I should have coveted. — The Con- 
vent of St Isidore was a place for a poet to live 
and a penitent to die. 

The ancient pile stood Upon an extended 
knoll, that rose, greenly graceful, between a 
lofty chain of umbrageous hills. Its site was 
distinguished by the richness of soil and sun- * 
niness of aspect which so frequently mark the 
topography of old monastic buildings. A river, 
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dividing at the upward extremity, formed a 
transparent girdle around, and, reuniting its 
branches, rendered the hallowed eminence in- 
accessible to the pedestrian, save by a weather- 
worn wooden bridge. This frail structure 
gained in picturesque effect what it lost in 
durability. Its worm-eaten images of angefe 
and saints prepared the wayfarer for the pomp- 
excluding retirement of ascetic devotion. The 
entire area of the Conventual property might 
have been about ninety acres. Every patch 
was cultivated with the nicest care — in field, 
garden, and orchard, abounded luxuriant testi- 
monials of fertility. 

The brothers of St Isidore were twenty-four 
in number. Their little estate owed its flour- 
ishing appearance to their assiduous husban- 
dry. Excepting this indication of activity, 
they were in few respects dissimilar to the 
rest of the cowled corparations that hive over 
Southern Europe. They averred a belief in a 
Deity — they honored the Virgin — they idolized 
St Isidore. Happy in crepuscular knowledge — 
their fervid vision glorying in. the sanctified 
day-night which mellowed their pictured win- 
dows, they duly perambulated the ground of 
their narrow circle, teHing their beads, and 
craving their beatifide patron's protection from 
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the artifices of Satan and the detestable glare 
of heretical illumination. 

The chief of the community was more, of a 
cosmopolite. He had read largely of the book 
of experience, and, report whispered, had 
inscribed therein certain passages, which his 
advanced age would have undergone much to 
obliterate. A soldier and a sensualist, he had, 
at forty, espoused the Church, gracing the 
act of profession by a benefaction, that, in 
the estimation of the Catholic hierarchy, went 
far to cover *a multitude of sins.' I was 
the bearer of a letter to him, from a friend 
beyond the frontiers, and was invited, in conse- 
quence ^ to partake of the hospitalities of the 
Convent. 

' My light baggage was conveyed to St 
Isidore's, and through the good offices of 
father Jerome, the superintendant of the gar- 
dens, whose confidence I won by a discourse 
upon the sanative qualities of herbs, sustained 
in Latin worthy of the chroniclers of the tenth 
century, I was satisfactorily installed in an 
apartment, some ten feet by six, furnished 
with a chair, a bench, a mattrass, and a cruci- 
fix. This was sleeping-room, parlor, and. 
refecotry. It was equal to my wants. The 
circulation of the veins acknowledged the 
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quickening presence of the landscape, fresh 
and free; the sulphur-clouds Of war floated into 
ohFivion while loitering on the lap of blossom- 
ing April, I scanned the azure arch of heaven, 
OT vaguely speculated upon its dazzling inter- 
change of fugitive mosaic. 

It is amazing how completely man remains 
in vassalage to his primitive impressions — mor- 
ally, intellectually, physically. The first ob- 
jects of experience garrison the strong hold of 
the mind — retaining possession until Death 
has demolished the outworks, and yielding re- 
luctant ingress to ideas alien or adverse to 
themselves. The ethical inquirer who. shall 
properly follow up and elucidate this subject, 
will sweep the dust from some of the most 
pTecious pearls in the coronet of Truth. I 
have pursued it so curiously, that, at times, I 
have almost been persuaded of the possibility 
of determining the color and cast of genius, by 
the rules and arrangements of the nnrsery. 

My stay in the insulated convent, in a cor- 
ner of the province of Beira, illustrated the 
force of prepossession. The adjacent scenery, 
especially in its finest points, was entirely dif- 
ferent from Devon. There were two or three 
petty resemblances in details, and from the 
contemplation of these, I derived higher grati- 
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fication than from sights every way worthier. 
This exemplified the pupilage of the senses. 
The adhesive plasticity of the thinking princi- 
ple was evidenced in a matter of involving a 
superior order of sentiment. The Church of 
Rome was, in out family, a standing theme 
for comments emanating from fear and aver- 
sion. This was altogether apart from hatred 
to its advocates, who were estimated by the 
universal and unerring standard of rectitude 
in practice. My father fully admitted, and 
devoutly respected , Catholic probity, while he 
unsparingly anathematized the Catholic faith. 
A Bishop or a Pope might have relied firmly 
upon his friendship, if, in the relations of life, 
the dignitary had proved himself strictly up- 
right; but Prelacy and Popery, in the abstract, 
were to him, « the abomination of desolation.* 
So often had they called forth his invective, 
that, in iny childish vocabulary of personified 
terrors, they assumed a place scarcely subordi- 
nate to church-yard'' goblins. Antichrist, the 
Man of Sin — the Beast with seven heads and 
ten horns — and the Babylonian harlot, were the 
performers in a fiery pageant which I thorough- 
ly dreaded, long before .1 could say why or 
wherefore. 
I now adhere to a definite belief, opposed — 
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though I trust in charity — to the Romish per* 
saasion. When sojourning at St Isidore's I 
was a Christian, according to the form of my 
forefathers — just as I was the representative 
of the ancestral name. Farther than a repug- 
nance to genuflexion to the Host— in the 
streets an annoying ceremony — I had never 
bestowed a moment's consideration on the dis- 
crepancies, in doctrine and discipline, between 
the simple Presbyterian worship and the gor- 
geous ritual of the Peninsu lar creed. Whatev- 
er semblance there was of adhesion to precise 
and positive tenets, resulted less from a point 
of conscience than a point of honor. These 
circumstances warrant me in attributing to the 
silent operation of early example the prejudice 
I entertained against the ghostly brethren 
among whom I lingered, and the sensitive ap- 
prehension of proselytism which grew out of 
lukewarmness. 

Suspicion misconstrued the sincerity of fa** 
ther Jerome's morning and evening benedio* 
tion. When the zealous herbalist officiated as 
the servitor of my plain repast, however sen- 
sible of his kindness, I could have dispensed 
with the endearing epithet of * son,' which he 
lavished upon me most profusely. His praises 
of the true Church, founded on a rock, against 
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"Which • the gates of hell should not prevail,' 
were spent on air, as were not a few of the 
Gothic Latinisms, to w'hich he resorted as an 
explanatory medium. The lamps, dimly illu- 
minating the sculptured dead, in the gloom of 
the cloisters, served as a heacon against ho- 
mage to graven images; the roll of the noctur- 
nal anthem'aroused the gaunt apparitions of the 
victims of inquisitorial cruelty; the very still- • 
ness that prevailed within the venerated walls, 
created an oppressive sense ofawe — as if,pass- 
ing the boundaries of the empire over which 
good spirits hold authority, I had entered up- 
on a scene solemn and soothing, and wonder* 
ously fair, but betraying to the giflted eye the 
unholy interference of supernatural- agency. 

I was above three weeks at the Convent, ere 
introduced into the presence of its superior. 
The little I had learned of his lay career made 
me solicitous to see him; all attempts to obtain 
an account of him from the monks were ineffect- 
ual. Their invariable answer to my inquiries 
was, as if by preconcerted argument, ' Father 
Francisco is a miracle of sanctity — praise be 
to the Virgin !' 

The benignant fingers of May had showered 

abroad her balmy dews, and soul-delight- 

Ing flower tints. Trees fretted with the wrin- 
18 
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kles oi'fifty winters,gerininated as in thespright- 
liness of youth. Participating in the universal 
regeneration, my frame thrilled to the kindly 
eurrent of vitality, and in the developement of 
its wonted powers, gave the ass.urance of fit- 
ness for the resumption of relinquished duties. 
Like a careless schoolhoy I was admiring the 
tropical bloom of some Brazilian plants, when 
intimation was brought that my presence was 
requested by the chief of the establishment. 

By a dark-turret stair I was conducted into a 
spacious chamber, ^emingly intended both for 
a library and an oratory. It was lighted by a 
lof\y window of stained glass. Vellum-bound 
books filled the shelves of mahogany reposit- 
ories, overlaid with sumptuous carving by a 
skillful hand. 

Paintings of sacred subjects, by the first mas- 
ters, shrouded their beauties in' the principal 
compartments of the sombre wainscotting. 
Within a few feet of the window a massive sil- 
ver crucifix fianked by two large wax tapers, 
gleamed on an altar covered with black cloth. 
I remained here until the return of the attend- 
ant monk, who glided through an obscure pas- 
sage to announce my coming. He beckoned me 
towards "him, and pointing to*a door, which, 
slightly a-jar, was distinguishable by a stray 
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glimmering of light, whispered me to proceed. 

The apartment 1 entered was sacred to the 
Prior^s seclusion. The air of convenient ele- 
gance pervading it, warranted the surmise that 
its occupant had still a latent partiality for the 
vanities of a , transitory sphere. In length it 
embraced tjie whole latitude of the convent. 
At one extremity there was a magnificent win- 
dow representing Raphael's transfiguration, at 
the other, a lattice, in character with the cli- 
mate. The floor was of black marble. Three 
small tables, formed of slabs of the same ma- 
terials poised upon ebony, presented each a very 
different aspect to the observer. On the first, 
which fronted the Prior, were a human skull, 
an hour-glass, a Missal, and a small gold box. 
That in the centre was furnished with a wine- 
flask, a crystal goblet, and fruits, foreign and 
native. The third sustained a rusty sabre, and 
the faded decorations of a military order. The 
walls and ceiling* were encrusted with reliefs 
commemorative of events recorded in Catholic 
legends. A solitary picture occupied a conspic- 
uous place. It was a Magdalen by Guido— 
lovely as woman's countenance can be where* 
sin and sorrow have led their mournful traces. 

Father Francisco, attired in the coarse appa- 
rel of his order, recliiied upon a black velvet ot- 
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toman. A silken cap, also of dable hue, circled 
the centre of his shaven crown. Tall,- spare, 
and finely featured, his cadaverous paleness was 
heightened by the oriental blackness of his eye- 
lashes and brows. The lineaments of Jiis face 
bespoke a man in whom passion had anticipat- 
ed the work of time. 

He saluted me in £nglish, and without alter- 
ing his recumbent posture, begged me to be 
seated. Illness, he said, had prevented him 
from acknowledging my polite attention in for- 
warding the communication of a valued friend; 
still in its relentless gripe, he had to crave in- 
dulgence for a style of entertainment novel to 
a soldier. 

Uis tones were soft and plaintive as the ^ 
swell of an i£olian lyre; they agitated me un- 
accountably. To support the conversation, I ' 
mentioned my approaching departure, the 
sense I entertained of the reception at St Isi- 
dore's, and my wish to learn whether there 
tvere any mode of testifying the latter by deed. 

He drew the gold box from the adjoining 
table, tremblingly opened it, and taking out a 
drug which 1 knew to be opium, inserted in 
his mouth a quantity not less in size than a 
filbert. 

*l shall be bettei; presently,' he said. 
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* There is wine — I pray you, pledge me after 
the fashion of your country.' 

He closed his eyelids, and was silent. At 
the expiration of about twenty minutes he 
raised, himself upright, and began to converse 
energetically. 

I complimented him on his attainments in 
the English language, and inquired ii»he had 
ever visited Britain. 

* Two years,' he replied * two of the most 
worthless years of a worthless existence I spent 
in London. Among the noblest in your land, 
there are yet, perhaps, some who would feel 
an interest in the name I once bore — a name, 
the stains of which a flood of repentant tears 
will hardly purify. That tarnished weapon, 
and that paltry toy beside it, are preserved as 
monitors to the urgent work of atonement. 
They declare the evil which hath been done. 
This precious volume, th'is remnant of mortality, 
and the warning glass that metes out the 
moments faithfully however we abuse them, 
urge to the good which ought to be — and 
is not !' 

He paused, crossed himself, and murmured 
a prayer. * You spoke of returning to the field.' 

* I have noalternative. ' 

• Youth can perceive none where its wishes 

18* 
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shape their precipitate course. I could point 
out many. I have fluttered iu the hall of audi- 
ence — have led squadrons to the charge — have 
been the ephemeral deity of* Parisian saloons 
— Josephine Beauharnois called me friend. In 
the stateliest circles of Europe I was initiated 
into the refinements of crime — ay, of crime. 
Such h^ve I been. 1 am now the head of a 
spiritual household->-the brother in the Lord 
of humble pious men; ambitious of nought 
but a^^rown of righteousness; fearful of nought 
but the meed of an iniquitous career. Mother 
of the Merciful, thou dost intercede for me ! 
Surely thou wilt extend to the worst of sinners 
the arms of thy love ! Saneta Maria^ miserere 
mei /' • . 

From the pages of the Missal he drew a min- 
iature Madonna, such as connoisseurs would 
consider a diamond of art, and pressed it 
with empassioned btkt reverent devotion tq 
his lips. The stimulating power of the nar- 
cotic burned in his eyes, which he fixed upon 
me so ardently that mine cowered beneath 
them. 

'You call yourself a Christian,' he said. 

' I was trained in the principles of Christian- 
ity, and confide in their truth.' 

< Yes, a Christian of Saxony or Geneva — ^icy, 
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obstinate, presumptuous. There is unity in 
the Godhead — there must be unity in the 
Church. Renounce the heresies of a rebellious 
sect, accept salvation, or let eternity pro- 
nounce thee lost !' 

Paralyzed by the father's excited mapner, 
and wild and abrupt appeal, I abstained from 
reply. He continued: 

' A vision foretold to me your coming; last 
night a second vision counselled me to snatch 
thee from perdition. Forsake, the schismatic 
worshippers — withdraw your footsteps from 
the path of blood. In this abode of the faith* 
ful, cultivate the peace which passeth all un- 
derstanding; so that when death overshadows 
thee with his dusky pinions, thou mayest fall 
asleep near the tomb of him who thus suppli- 
cates * thee, whi Is timbrel, harp, and ps&ltery, 
and the inconceivable harmonies of the celes- 
tial choir, welcome a tiberated spirit to the 
mansions of bliss. 

* Although I were to become a proselyte, 
there are friends in £ngland to whom I must 
return.' * Friends !—ralready have they been 
forsaken at the beck of folly; and severed be the 
ties of kindred when they would fetter us to 
ruin ! Who was it that said, ' Leave father 
and mother, and follow, me?' Avow thyself 
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ours, and thou shalt be the son of my soul. 
Promise at least to tarry within our walls un- 
til thy sight shall be enlightened/ 

* Within three days, reverend father, I afn 
bound to enter Almeida.' 

* Tken the Lord has resigned his share in 
thee, as do I, his servant!' . 

The tolling of a-bell, followed by the peal- 
ing of an organ,80unded as if in symphony with 
the Prior's anthem-like accents My attention 
was for an instant withdrawn from him^ It 
was recalled by the rustling of drapery, and a 
hasty tread. The shutting of i}\e secret door 
told that 1 was alone. 

The friar by whom I had been escorted 
thither reappeared, and reconducted me to the 
gardens, 1 was perplexed on recapitulating 
the singularities of this interview, with a being 
of feelings, thoughts, and habits, so strangely 
compounded. From what had passed, T deduc- 
ed the propriety of accelerating the moment of 
departure. I packed up my stock of equip- 
ments, and engaged the services of a pair of 
mules, and their owner, a tenant of the broth- 
erhood, for the ensuing day. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 

• 

To avoid travelling in the noontide heat, 1 
left the Convent at sunrise. My progress 
through the valley was voluntarily slow. The 
heavens were propitious to a last, long look; 
the hill-sides were arrayed in the bridal dress 
of morning. From the bridge I took a part- 
ing survey; Perez, the muleteer, plodded on, 
after paying a devout tribute to the timber 
saints which crowned its parapet. 

In a place like St Isidore's I could not 
have imagined that contentment could fail to 
come at the call. The local genius seemed whis- 
pering that ' the banner over it was love,' and 
oiTering a silent invitation to him who wished 
to fly the world as well as to him who feared to 
enter it It spoke of rest here, felicity hereafter. 
Deceitful are the solacing conclusions drai^n 
from external beauty, animate or inanimate. 
The organs that sei^e as the interpreters of 
matter,are speedily sated; and the unquiet soul 
shadows forth it^ immortal destiny by straining 
to obtain,through the fragmentary glory of the 
golden-shored cloud-islands, a glimpse of the 
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transcendent empire, of which whatever the 
terrestial eye pronounces good is but dimly 
symbolical. Happiness has not selected fault- 
less features for her mask> nor a fairy landscape 
foj* her home. She refuses to be incorporated 
with the finest formations of the clod. A 
brief trial convinced me that I erred in expect- 
ing to meet her within the bounds of St Isi- 
dore's. A small community, barred by indis- 
soluble bonds from the perils or, profits of se- 
cular anxieties, professedly devoted to the con- 
templation of eternity, encompassed by all 
that lends grace' and dignity to solitude — were, 
alas! even as others, in the traits which dis- 
tinguish the imperfect inhabitants ofa transito- 
ry sphere. Their Jeader, who should have 
been a bright example of the elevating opera- 
tion of religion on the self-prostrated spirit, 
was besotted by a vile drug, and crushed, be- 
neath the night-mare of an ill-spent life. To 
his retreat might have been applied a descrip- 
tioA by a living northern Poet — a minstrel who 
has walked in favoredjellowship with^ the genii 
of woods, vales, rocks, and waters, from his 
earliest youth: — 

*The streamlet flows 
Round and all round that sweet peninsula. 
Bathing tho low holms in undying green. 
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Where the slow cattle feed; or needful grain, 
Greener than greenest herbage, soothes the eye 
And heart together, promising to man, 
Who prays for it to God, his daily bread. 
Yet sorrow visiteth this world of sin 
In the roost peaceful places!* 

• 
The general voice of Europe has, *not with- 
out cause,' become unfriendly to monastic in- 
stitutions. An unanswerable argument against 
them is furnished by the condition of the 
countries where they continue to exercise their 
pow.er' The political compact of Spain, Por- 
tugal, and the. Roman States, is the protection 
and perpetuation of mendicity. Whoever de- 
rives subsistence from the public stores, with- 
out directly and adequately contributing to 
the common interests of society, can only be 
rated as a beggar, be he prelate or grandee, 
dervise or bashaw. The evils of devotional 
seclusion are exemplified in the quarter of the 
globe whence the custom came. . The East 
has been the exhaustless magazine of orders 
and observances. Brahmins and Bonzes had 
their colleges ages anterior to the existence of 
monks and calojjers. No wonder that govern- 
ment and despotism have been identified in 
the oriental nomenclature, when the porch of 
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the pagoda is ever op^ to admit, and ready 
to retain, in supine indulgence, the deposit- 
ories of tradition, the arbiters of conduct, and 
dictators of opinion. There are vast sections 
of Asia where the present abasement of the 
people displays the unaltered picture of twenty- 
centuries. The privileges of a class who 
monopolize the abstract avocations of mind 
have been preserved inviolate, that arbitrary 
authority might have the subject metal fused 
by cunning craftsmen, and ready to be mould- 
ed to its purposes. These reflections are a 
deviation from the onward bent of the narra- 
tive, but they will hardly be deemed inappropri- 
ate by him who has witnessed the abject 
state of the noble provinces that extend from 
Lisbon to the Pyrenean Mountains. 

Ere resuming the story of an individual let 
me devote another remark to the species. While 
philosophers, in esoteric confidence, antedate 
the earth*s majority far beyond the popular 
cera, philanthropy,' guided by the non-adop- 
tion of its precepts, would willingly restrict it 
witljin a still narrower compass. The me- 
morials of all empires, from the reign of Egyp- 
tian Menes to the exile of Napoleon, chronicle 
the same phenomena of advancement and de- 
cline — conquest, anarchy, monarchy, luxury. 
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ruin. The cause of this is involved in the fact, 
that among the. registered solemnities of state, 
the coronation of Knowledge and of Virtue is- 
yet unrecorded i The blind and the sordid 
mock the pretensions of the patient pair, and 
brand their adherents with epithets, which fol- 
ly loves to echo. But amidst much darkness, 
belted by fearful wastes, surrounded by enemies 
that wist not what they do — rises a star-like 
signal flame, acknowledged by the hum of 
awakening nations, hailed by a growing com* 
pany of banded brothers as the Bacred gather- 
ing point whence shall be proclaimed, once 
and for aye, the commencement of a united, 
holy, and enduring sovereignty. Men will not 
always. passively admit the sophisim that, their 
fro ward natures demand and sanction iniqui- 
tous rule. Aware that opulence is rarely 
arraigned on charges of petty spoliation; that 
indigence is seldom taxed with arrogance, os- 
tentation, voluptuousness,, or the fosterage of 
sycophancy; they will learn to generalize these 
axioms'in morals, and establish a system as 
luminous and firm as the elements of geometri- 
cal science. The most determined scoffers at the 
improvementof ' the mass' plead no lack of the 
germs of excellence in themselves for any pro- 
cess or period of melioration. They will even 

19 
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grant that *a few' of woman born might border 
on perfection. Here their step is stayed. Forget- 
ful that what is applicable to some may be appli- 
cable to all, that the descent of boe apple illus- 
trated the regulating principle of tangible exls- 
tence,they shake the sceptical head over a world 
oftheir equals, declaim against the ferocity of 
the persecuted savage,and unfolding to the wind 
the squalid habiliments of want and wo,iny6ke, 
with shameful irony, the righteous advocates of 
universal benevolence to behold the purity and 
majesty of the poultitude. There is no surer 
mode of perpetuating the evils of a low standard 
of action, than to declare a higher unattainable: 
The route to Almeida was unproductive of 
incidejit. Atjioon, I ordered the commissariat 
to partake of a bivouac under some evergreen 
oaks which flung their broad shadows over the 
grassy margin of a sainted well. The contents 
of my haversack, consisting of dried fruit, bread, 
a cold capon and light wine, added to water, 
clear and chill, furnished an unexceptionable 
repast. Perez was by no means indiifeirent to 
the pleasures of the napkin-^table 1 cannot say, 
— although provided by heretical influence. 
He consumed the fare with a pastoral appetite, 
and I profited by his examj^le. The mules> 
eased of their, loadj were permitted to crop the 
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adjacent herbage, while we addressed onrselves 
to the siesta. The * long drawn breath ' of my 
guide soon showed the superior aptitude of the 
rude frame of toil for the sweets of rest. 
Hopes, fears, regrets, that visit us unbidden, 
kept me waking. — Afler a halt of two or three 
hours, 'we remounted, and gained a British 
post about even-song. There 1 spent the night, 
and the next day readied, the fortress. 

In the interval, from the fall of Ciudad Rod- 
rigo, our army had captured Badajoz and Al- 
maraz. The influx of provisions and the mu- 
nitions of war into Almeida, indicated that an 
enterprise of consequence was meditated in 
that quarter. The preparations were unrelax- 
ed until nearly the middle of June, when Lord 
Wellington, taking the Ceki against Marmont, 
advanced towards Salamanca. Close upon this 
event came my appointment to an ensigncy, 
in a regiment on the Agueda.' The corps to 
which I was nominated was the same that 
claimed the services of Captain Fitzgibbon 
Daly. 

A sketch of the occurrences of the two suc- 
ceeding months would comprehend an enumer- 
ation of military movements, many and com- 
plicated. Without any distinct notion of the 
commanding purpose, we made feints, retreats, 
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advances^^crossed rivers — assaulted forls — 
skirmished — fought a pitched battle, atid reliev- 
ed the guards to whose protection King Joseph 
left Madrid. During this peridd, powder and 
steel did loyal execution. Trooper and gren- 
adier merited their daily stipend. Besides 
an • * imposing ' list of subordinate affrays, 
the field of Salamanca alone contributed above 
twenty thousand, killed and wounded, to the 
registers of destruction. The minor depart- 
ments — plunder, burning, and assassination- 
were not neglected. Whatever omissions might 
have resulted from the more mechanical opera- 
tions of the regular levies, were compensated 
by the midnight expeditions of the infuriated 
and merciless Guerillas. — These transactions 
form the favorite provision of History's vulgar 
banquet. Let her ruminate and digest them. 
While public affairs prospered on this grand 
scale, my personal adventures were as uninter- 
esting as camp monotony could make them. 
There was little leisure for noticing the pecu- 
liarities of scenery, and scanty opportunity of 
estimating national manners. Ceaseless labor 
and anxiety caused us to rejoice iii the prospect 
of an engagement,as a step toward the termina- 
tion of our toils. ' When existence offers nought 
but gall to its possessor, Death ceases to pre- 
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Side upon a tribunal of terror. On several oc- 
casions, we were worn and chafed into regard- 
lessness ofdanger, and rather sought than shun- 
ned it. It was written that 1 should pass un- 
harmed through the fire. A slight sabre-cut 
above the right eyebrow was the sole token I 
bore of encounters, which proved fatal to num- 
bers whose well-directed efforts might have 
be.en a permanent blessing to their country. 

I was present at a ceremony al'ter the battle 
of Salamarica, an account of which never 
appeared in ths Gazette. It was the ceremony 
of burying the dead, — an observance enforced 
by a principle not less cogent than the antiso- 
cial rules of the tactician. The trappings of 
* the brave' had afforded a rich harvest to 
those servitors of slaughter who come, with 
the vulture, when the feast is over, to gather 
the crumbs which have fallen from the board 
of blood. Standing near a huge pit, hastily 
excavated by the pioneers, I watched the fre- 
quent vehicles as they ejected their loads of 
mortality into the promiscuous sepulchre. 
The young and the old — the proud and the 
humble — the fair-skinned Briton — the olive- 
tinted Gaul — the browner sons of the Tajo and 
the Po— the athletic spearmen of the Vistula — 
met, and mingled, and exchanged a rigid but 
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lasting embrace in the crowded precincts of an 
unconsecrated tabernacle. A fair-haired form, 
whose symmetry the bolt of death had for- 
borne to violate, tasking the patience of the 
grumbling sextons, was literally shovelled into 
the heap. — And that mutilated image of the 
Eternal, thought I, haply mirrored the smiles 
of an. enraptuied mother ! When the trumpet 
pealed in the streets, she may have sped often 
and often to . the lattice to re-illumine, in the 
lustre of her boy's eloquent features, the 
gloomy chambers of a widowed heart. As 
his ready hand reined the caparisoned charger, 
in front of her dwelling, her bosom has bound- 
ed in equal measure to his dancing plumes. 
, When the pepple shouted, in giddy gratulation, 
she has veiled the rosy suffusion of parental 
delight as she felt the share she claimed in the 
festal pageant. Perhaps, while I moralized, she 
was pouring the balm of hope into the ear of his 
betrothed. — 0, thou twice-bereaved matron, 
couldst thou have beheld the rites by which 
Glpry consummated her union with thy dar- 
ling, thou wouldst, with thy latest breath, 
have banned the enchantress, and deplored 
the vanity that was bewildered by her allure- 
ments ! 
• In the chaos of action and legislation, of 
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theory, practice, and precept, it would be dif- 
ficult to calculate the current value of a living 
8 3ul. To show the difficulty, it is unnecessa- 
ry to step beyond the bounds of the most -civ- 
ilized states of Europe; England herself will 
supply the requisite materials. 

In England religion and the\ law have been 
pronounced one and indivisible — they are 
presumed to go hand in hand, in promulgat- 
ing and enforcing those sacred decrees among 
which is included the solemn injunction, 
•Thou shalt not kill.' The disposition to 
visit the rightful consequences of its infringe- 
ment upon individual offenders is indisputa- 
ble. It is also indisputable that while the 
full penalty is exacted for the dark and illicit 
use of lethal weapons, the wholesale abridg- 
ment of jife is openly avowed, abetted, char- 
tered. 

Wars of'cumbrous aggrandizement have 
ended in producing the erection of a hundred 
palaces on the ruins often thousand cottages. 
While the fingers of Commerce transmute 
corn into gold, the husbandman pines for 
bread. If the laborer perish for lack of hire, 
can they be exculpated who have undertaken 
to provide for the general good ? If starvation 
madly anticipate the hour of dissolution, 
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should the igtnominy of the deed rest with the 
vietim, or with the system that was, however 
remotely, the impelling cause ? Let it be in- 
scribed upon the rock with a pencil of iron, 
that the worth of a government may always 
be inferred from the state of public morality. 
The fruits of the affections not less than the 
weight pf the criminal calendar ar^ a leading 
test of the soundness of a commonwealth. 
£ven in countries where suicidal sacrifices are 
offered to superstition, he is but a shallow ob- 
server who does not discern among the devo- 
tees the presence of a sterner spur than mere 
fanaticism. — When has a fortunate prince 
submitted his body to the car of an idol ? — 
After the soldier and the tax-gatherer have 
kfl the martyr of misrule on the salt shores of 
misery, the hope of absorption into a bound- 
less ocean of beatitude shines the rainbow of 
the wave which is to obliterate for ever the 
memory of his woes. The curse of caste is 
not limited to India, else we had long since 
repudiated the monstrous fact that beneath 
the banner of liberty our common parent per- 
petrates the iniquities of despotism, and glutted 
with wealth, even to repletion, laments the 
burden of her children when tJiey cry to her 
for succor. An effective change cannot ar- 
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rive until we refuse to be governed by our 
vices — until political delinquency shall cease to 
be considered the venial consequent of office — 
until the business of state, like the affairs of an 
exemplary household, shall be conducted upon 
universal and immutable principles of right, 
tolerant of no obliquity, cognizant of no acci- 
dental distinction. When the maturity of 
knowledge wills the commencement of this era, 
it shall be manifest to the families of the globe, 
that the Creator was all-bountiful — but man 
unjust. Our spiritual guides will then be 
more becomingly employed than in speculating 
how large a crop of immortality the earth is 
able to sustain, or in computing how many 
blades of wheat amount to a justification of 
wedlock. 



1 
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CHAPTER XVir. 

The victors of Salamanca passed, unopposed, 
over the Guadarama mountains, whose lofty 
8ummits vary the sameness of the prospect to 
the north-west of Madrid. On the plain, the 
French cavalry offered a partial and unavail- 
ing resistance. We entered the city hy the 
gate of Segovia, the day after it was vacated 
by Joseph Bonaparte. 

A residence of nearly three months in the 
Spanish capital presented facilities for examin- 
ing whatever was remarkable in the place or 
its people. The dominant sentiment of the na- 
tion was everywhere, and in everything, the 
arch-peculiarity of the metropolis. The levity 
of the invaders had scarcely rippled the cur- 
rent of hereditary opinion, which swelled into 
greater volume on their expulsion. When, 
in the street of Alcala, the Castilians greeted 
us with crowns of laurel . and deafening vivas, 
the scene recalled descriptions of the proces- 
sional entrance of a triumphant army into 
Athens. As with the Greeks, emblems of dei- 
ty were paraded, though invested with an un- 
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classical costume. Madonnas and babes — 
figures of ce'estial intelligences^the images of 
* just men made perfect,' instead of the divini- 
ties of the Pantheon,were endlessly multiplied, 
in wood, wax, paper, confectionary, and stone. 
The secret of Spanish degradation shone re- 
vealed. The Dominican banner had risen 
above the tombs of the bold -expdstula tors who 
curbed the sway of Charles the Fiflh. A faith 
modified to the senses in all their phases-^in 
suffering and pleasure — in, anguish and extacy 
— in moral abstinence and carnal rnduIgence,of 
which the monarch was ol' necessity the sover- 
eign pontiff — consiituted an autocracy firm- 
rooted and overwhelming. 

During our occupation of Madrid, we had 
the benefit of real relaxation from the sorrows 
and inconveniences of campaigning. Music 
and dancing gladdened ears and eyes hith- 
erto inured to the clamor of distress and the 
confusion of retreat. Our regiment establish- 
ed a mess, on a system which its highest gas- 
tronomic authorities pronounced equal to 
home-quarters. The field officers took eques- 
trian exercise on the banks of the Manzanares 
— the subalterns lounged in pairs on the Frado 
— the non-commissioned and privates held pan- 
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tomimic discourse with the chocolate-womea 
and fruit-girls. 

I joined the corps at too busy a season to 
have acquired a knowledge of the parties with 
whom I was associated. Fitzgibbon Daly had 
been barely able to steal time for a momentary 
congratulation during a period of weeks. Af\er 
our civic domiciliation, he resumed his original 
character of Mentor, and introduced me, with 
the forms of friendly freemasonry, to those 
among our brethren whom he delighted to 
honor. 

The individuals to whom I thus came, as 
they phrased it, * regularly endorsed,' were 
as frank and obliging as in our respective rela- 
tions could be desired. It was obvious that 
Daly was the oracle of his juniors;7-^the Che- 
valier Bayard, of the th foot. Their 

interpoeidary conversations seldom terminated 
without a discussion of some intricate point in 
the etiquette of * gentlemanly satisfaction.* 
The captain was the judge of appeal — and, in 
winding up his decisions, sedulously labored to 
prove himself the patron of concord. * Such,* 
said this casuist of combat, * such is the usual 
and receaved thing, — ii was the course I fol- 
lowed, in 1805, as'the friend of Conipton; — but, 
after all, you may take the word of one who 
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has seen through his follies — that, in ninety- 
nine cases out of a hundred, explanations be- 
gin and end in a manner the most preposther- 
ous. To be sure, a gentleman cannot submit 
to any braich of the urbanities — to derogatory 
insinuations; but, nivertheiess, I feel bound to 
uphold the opinion, with which 1 started, as 
to the general question.' Notwithstanding un- 
divided acquiescence in his admonitory re- 
marks, it was manifest that my Hibernian 
counsellor and his admirers were steady disci- 
plinarians on the duelling code. 

The bulk of the army was withdrawn from 
Madrid on the first of Sejptember. Two divi- 
sions, of which our brigade was a part, were 
left in garrison. The troops, under General 
Hill, moved to Aranjuez. In October, when 
Soult and Jourdan threatened the capital, they 
were stationed in position to protect it. Curi- 
osity drew numbers of the officers on excursions 
from the camp to the city. 

On an evening, at this time, Daly and I went 
to the Prince's Theatre. The interior of the 
building, in accordance with Spanish taste, 
bore a resemblance to a church, of which the 
aposentos, or boxes, where we took our places, 
might have been considered the pews. The 

entertainments consisted ofsaynetes, short comic 

20 
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pieces. At the conclusion of the first, several 
British officers made their appearance in rhe 
gradas, or benches. There was something in 
the air of one of them that seemed to me famil- 
iar. The house was too feebly lighted to al- 
low me to verify the impression. My compan- 
ion agreed to a change of seat, from motives 
similar to mine. Approaching within a little 
distance of the group, I distinguished, among 
unknown or doubtful faces, two, in which 1 
could not have been mistaken, — those of Peel 
and Rodney. 

There are few who would not have been 
gratified, as I was, at an accidental nxeeting 
with a youthful friend, on a mirthful occasion, 
when there were many probabilities against 
such a rencontre. The memory of our school- 
boy days woiild alone have rendered it delight- 
ful. Estrangement was elfaced beneath the 
flow of re-awakened fondness. I pointed him 
out to Daly, as a person for whom- 1 had the 
deepest regard, and burned with impatience to 
enjoy a mutual communication of' moving ac- 
cidents by flood and field.' 

Af^er vain attempts to arrest his glance, I pro- 
fited by a break in the performance, and> lean- 
ing over the partition which divided us, whis- 
pered his name, and held forth my hand. As 
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he looked at me inquiringly, I added,-^* Robert 
Earnshaw.' He inserted two fingers in my 
proffered palm — a style of manual acknowledg- 
ment not very enlivening. A faint smile and 
a momentary elevation of the eyebrows, indicat- 

« 

ed the extent of his pleasure and astonishment. 
Reflecting that a theatre was ill-suited to cor- 
dial demonstrations of friendship, 1 intimated 
that I should watch his departure for the pur- 
pose of Joining him. He bowed an assent, and 
I resumed my seat. 

When the piece verged to a close, Rodney's 
party retired. The Captain and 1 followed 
immediately. Our expedition accomplished 
nothing • Frank was nowhere to be seen. 
Daly interrupted my conjectures as to the cause. 

' Excuse me, Earnshaw,' he said, * but railly 
this seems to be what l;*ish sportsmen call a 
* cowld trail.' Take my word for it, the Senor 
De Rodney has other fish to fry besides playing 
the good fellow with our noble selves. It's a 
folly to fret. — Come with me to Arnaboldi's 
Italian Fonrfa, where we are sure to find the best 
substitutes for the absent — an eatable supper 
. and drinkable wines.' 

More chagrined than 1 cared to express, I 
passively submitted to be led to the tavern. 
After supper, my companion insisted that the 
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bottle should not be denied until I bad * doub- 
led Dull-man's Cape.' I drank a considerable 
quantity without being sensibly affected. The 
liquor wrought no change whatever upon the 
seasoned Irishman, except that it thickened his 
powers ofspeech and lengthened his anecdotes. 

* rU tell you what, green Earn,' said he, « or 
rather blue Earn — for you are getting mighty- 
unsocial and humdrumish — I have aschame. — 
Have you been to the BoteUericu?' 

'No.' 

« Then off we go. — Don't be alarmed — they 
are innocent lemonade cellars — quite spotless, 
I assure you. We shall hear firstrate music — 
sackbut, and dulcimer, and all the rest. Ifou 
can be as sentimental . as you like. — Will you 
ornillyou.^ * 

' For half an hour I have no objection.' 

' Then let us cut stick.' 

TheJemonade cellars of Madrid are far from 
being the humble places of entertainment that 
might be expected from the naipe. They are 
fashionable, showy, and expensive. Exclusive 
of the prominent commodity, they are provided 
with ices, foreign liquors, and luxuries of va- 
rious kinds. All have music — some have gam- 
ing-tables. Of the latter class was that to 
which I was conducted. 
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We entered an apartment gaily lighted and 
fantastically decorated. Knots ofcitizens were 
chatting over sweetmeats and cordial waters. 
The Captain summoned an attendant, to whom 
he made a* secret communication The man 
obsequiously ushered us through several rooms 
similar to the first. At the end of a gloomy 
passage, a folding door admitted us into the 
divan, where w*re held the sleepless counsels 
of that order of spirits who call it pastime to 
surrender the heart to the fangs of viperous 
passions — to unslakeable avarice — festering en- 
vy — withering anxiety — and fathomless despair. 

Among the spectators of a Rouge-et-Noir 
table, were Rodney and his party. Peel, hav- 
ing observed me, spoke aside to Frank, who, 
shrugging his shoulders, reverted to the game. 
He had been betting unsuccessfully, and was 
trying to redeem his losses by doubling the 
stakes. His luck was as before. He veered 
from red to black and from black to red, but 
whenever he backed a color the cards were sure 
to exhibit its opponent. — Fretted by this con- 
troversy with Fortune, he threw down a large 
sum,and seeing it likewise swallowed up, turned 
on his heel and retired from the table. 

1 singled him out. — * We have met twice 
unexpectedly tonight.' 
20* 
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* Ah,, yea ! — I am so forgetful. — By Jove ! 
your face has passed into a second edition, 
embellished with cuts, by eminent French ar- 
tists. — I am not sure that you are yourself !* 

' At all events, my feelings have undergone 
no change. I would rather have found you 
elsewhere, and otherwise employed.' 

' We happen both to have come hither, 
however; — for my amusemeqta, 1 account to 
nobody but the chaplain. — ^Who is that talking 
to Delancy — the young officer on your right?' 

* An acquaititance — Captain Daly.' 
' Irish Daly — the crack shot.^' 

* The same.' 

* Bring us together — will you?' 

* With pleasure.' 

Introducing Rodney to the Captain, we 
joined in a general circle. Various modes of 
crowning the night were proposed and reject- 
ed. A majority decided for wine, cards, and 
adjournment to a private room. Orders were 
issued accordingly. 

Peel and Rodney played j^artners at a card- 
table against Daly and Delancy. The others 
resorted to the lighter dissipation of a bagatelle 
board. I contented myself as a ^ looker-on.' 

The bottle made frequent revolutions, es- 
pecially round the card-table. There the in- 
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terest thickened — the skill of the players on 
each side heing nearly ^qual — ^^and the success 
reciprocal. As their animation increased, the 
stakes were augmented. 

Wine and a sanguine temper occasionally 
clouded Frank's judgement. The instances 
of his precipitancy were not lessened hy PeePs 
phlegmatic sarcasms. The tide of chance 
eventually deserted them. Rbdney committed 
two or three glaring blunders, which he was 
unwilling to admit. Matters were referred to 
me, and I was obliged to arbitrate against 
him. He bit his lip and renewed his glass. 

* Four ace is forfeited, Mr Rodney,* said 
Daly, ^ it should have appeared before.' 

' Fardoji me, captain, I was true to suit.' 

'To your impression 1 defer; but the fact is 
with me: consult the cards.' 

« 

Rodney's impetuosity had so confused the 
memorials of the game that the point, af\er 
examination, was still at issue. I was stand- 
ing behind him, and had noted the alleged 
negation. 

^ You observed the second trick, Earnshaw?' 
said the Captain. 

L nodded an affirmative. 

« Was the card, tabled by this gentleman, a 
diamond?' 
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* You'll give me leave to remark, Captain 
Daly,' said Peel, * that your interrogatories 
are not quite in etiquette.' 

« Always happy, sir, to hear new readings 
of Hoyle. I ask my friend's opinion for my 
personal gratification. Was the card a dia- 
mond, or was it not?' 

* I believe Mr Rodney played a heart by 
mistake.' 

< Then the question is at rest.' 

* It is not, by — I' cried Frank. « I have no 
faith in his assertions, and shall dispense with 
his supervision !' 

The matter and manner of this speech elec- 
trified me — ^as it did the whole party, with the 
exception of Peel. There was a silence of 
some minutes. Daly threw up his hand, and 
resigned the game. I grasped my sword-hilt 
— took a rapid turn through the room — pre- 
pared to speak — paused. 

* Let me have a word with you, comrade,' 
said the Captain, leading me into an adjoining 
apartment. 

* Little sai(f is asiest mended. — ^This eabaUero 
must be brought to raison, seeundem artem, — 
Will you trust to my exparience.^' 

* Were he of my own flesh and blood, I 
could not bear it !— Instantly demand — ' 
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' Ample apology, or satisfaction. — They are 
intelligible alternatives — and there shall be no 
evasion. Keep your ground here for half an 
hour.' 

He re-appeared about the specified time. 

'fiarnshaw, it's all arranged.' 

*Well, what has he done?' 

*He gives us the meeting two hours hence, at 
the Btten Reiiro, Peel is to find him the ma- 
ierieL I'll post for a brace of assistants, long 
tried, and niver found wanting. Take a short 
nap on the spfa, or you may as well scribble 
any loose memoranda. I'll attend to them in. 
case of the worst. 'Day will soon dawn, so 
earpe noctem.^ 

It is singular, but I did fall into a doze shortly 
after he withdrew. It was heavy and unsettled, 
like a laudanum slumber, which pinions the 
senses instead of lulling them. From wine 
vapors, and the fumes ofpassion, arose a hate- 
ful — a most hateful dream. I was a guest at the 
board of the commander-in-chief, who had con- 
centrated the army's distinguisjied ornarrents 
for unrestrained festivity. A toast had been 
appropriated to me, and 1 had fixed attention 
to its announcement, when arrested by Peel's 
malevolent laugh. Looking around, I saw a 
drunken figure staggering towards me, which, 
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as it neared, showed through the weeds of 
reckless indigence the lineaments of ray»father. 
It reviled — buffeted me. Be the loathsome 
fantasy eternally forgotten ! — its revival verges 
on filial impiety. 

<I have allowed you the latest minute,' 
said Daly, arousing me, and inspecting his 
Ivatch; Uhe calash waits/ 

I went forth like an automaton, and the ve- 
hicle drove off. The morning air bit 'shrewd- 
ly.' Ruddy light was timidly breaking into a 
few faint blossoms. Convent, church, and pal- 
•ace, invested with the solemnity of a universal 
Sabbath, wore the aspect 6f majestic monitors. 
The mists floated from my brain. I revolved 
the events of the night — the theatre— the Fon- 
da — the BoieUeria — the insult, and its conse- 
quences. 

*I wish out" ctdesero would bestir his old 
hacks,* said the captain; Hhe matin-bell 
will call the people to mass directly.' 

*l do not like this business. Captain Daly,* 
said I. 

*^Nor I, by St Peter ! — but come what will, 
as Christian gentlemen, we stand free of blame. 
The offence was given — apology, at laist, a 
sufficient apology, refused — the rest is theirs, 
not ours.' 
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'And am I actaaily going to fight,becau8e of 
the intemperate -expression of a headstrong 
young man — about an idle petulancy, the froth 
of the cup?* 

The captain stared me full in the face. 
His practice as a physiognomist showed him 
the injustice of a rising suspicion. He made 
no reply. 1 continued — 

'Some would perhaps think it wisest to dis- 
guise their feelings on such an occasion. They 
fear the reflections of others. I dread my 
own. ' Let me ask, once for all, if there be no 
honorable mode of escape from a duel with 
Rodney ?' 

*Mr Earnshaw,^ he answered, *do you sup- 
pose that if there had been any, I, Fitz Daly, 
would be scouring Madrid in this rascally jin- 
gle, to the neglect of my natural rest, and his 
majesty's rigimental duty? There is no road 
but one, Sir, and that is straight before you. 
An ofRcer of the ^th would die a thous- 
and times over, rather than snaik chickenly 
away under a disgraceful imputation. It's as 
a friend I spaik — let there be no misconcep- 
tion. Aither you or I will read this youth a 
lesson in Chesterfield, that's as sure as there's 
brogues in Balruddery!' 

There was no use in reasoning with a 
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mind like Daly's. He looked exclusively to theb 
^received thing,' and the 'credit of the corps.* 
Determined to maintain thes^ at every risk to 
himself, it could not be expected that be shoold 
deal out a difierent measure to others. I took 
my resolution. Since I was perforce to pro- 
ceed in the farce, I would at least guard against 
adding criminality to folly,' 1 might walk 
through the part of a ceremonious homicide, 
but nothing should induce me to liA a weapon 
with a deadly purpose. 

The ealesero was ordered to remain in readi- 
ness near the place of meeting. This was the 
gardens of Buen Retiro, a fashionable walk, 
commanding the city; adorned with fountains, 
fruit*trees, shrubs, flowers, and lawns. The 
particular spot was close by the statue of 
Charles the fifth — a locality known to all but 
the most absolute strangers. When within 
sight of it, we observed Peel and Rodney pacing 
the sward, arm in drm. ' 

' Now,' said the captain, < I shall ascertain 
their tdtimatum. If we go to the ground, re- 
member that your pistols are hair-triggers — a 
look will discharge them. I wouW have told 
you this on the road, but you'll hold the sacret 
the faster for getting it on the nick.' 

He saluted Peel, and parleyed aside with 
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him for a few minutes. Rodney, wrapt in 
a camlet cloak, was gazing in the direc- 
tion of the Prado, Had his features heen 
animated hy one vagrant e:leam of th6 expres- 
sion that won my early confidence, I would 
have overstepped the gladiatorial routine, and 
entreated him to unsay his inconsiderate speech. 
But his brow had lots t its attractive flexibility; 
his lip, that used to curve so persuasively^ dis- 
played an outline cold and. brassy as if it em- 
ulated the imperial severity of the neighboring 
figure in bronze. 

Daly rejoined me. ^ No concessions/ said 
he, < proud as Lucifer, and hard as flint. Choice 
of ground is ours — I won the toss — you fire to- 
gether — when you are ready a falling handker- 
chief will be the signal — think of nothing else.' 

Twelve paces were measured. We assumed 
position. I glanced at Rodney as he advanced. 
His eyes were blood-shot: a hectic flush had 
banished the bloomy lustre of his cheek. His 
name trembled upon my tongue. 

* Are you ready, gentlemen?' cried the sec- 
onds. 

* Yes,' answered my opponent, raising his 
right arm. 

* Yes,' echoed I, imitating the motion with 
the intention of firing in the air. 

21 
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The handkei chief dropped. The pistols ex- 
ploded simultaneously. I felt the shock of a 
ball at the wrist of the left arm. It is too much 
to say IfeU it — the voice of Rodney pealing to 
my heart, monopolized sense and soul. 

* Robert! — ^you have shot me!' 

It was true — irremediably true. By my 
hand he had fallen. An unwitting hand — ^for 
the trigger had deceived it. As he drooped on 
his second'^ knee, I bathed his pale forehead 
with my tears, imploring forgiveness. It was 
a bootless suit. Flown was the spirit of the 
oracle, and silent its responses for ever! 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 

Catholicism is the liheral patron of beneficent 
institutions. Penury and suffering eulogize 
the church as their protectress, and detect no- 
thing pernicious in the magnitude of her emol- 
uments. When their wants have been relieved 
at the door of the convent, they conclude that 
the means of alleviating distress cannot be too 
abundantly conferred upon a benevolent frater- 
nity. They do not perceive that their birth- 
right has been 4}artered for the monastic pot- 

• 

tage — that the soil has been alienated into cor- 
porative keeping, and their privilege of free- 
tenantry perverted into villainage. A class of 
the community deriving subsistence systemat- 
ically from eleemosynary contrit)utions, volun- 
tary or legislative, must have previously relin- 
quished the liberty natural to man. It must 
have surrendered the commonwealth, its advan- 
tas:es and immunities, in ft^e-simple, to a few 
proprietors, for permission to eat alms unmo- 
lested in the suii. 
I was conveyed to the General Hospital 



Q44 AN OITLT 80V. 

of Madrid, for the cure of my wound. It is 
an admirable establishment, open to every 
applicant. For six reals a-day, I had a separ- 
ate room, good victuals, and unremitting atten- 
tion. A brother of the Order. of Charity nura^ 
ed me with an assiduity and tenderness cer- 
tainly more a-kin to our ideas of the inhabit- 
ants of a higher sphere than of this. The bar- 
ber-surgery of Spain 1 knew, distrusted, and 
avoided. The injured arm was amputated by 
an English operator, a few inches below the 
elbow. He promised a daily visit, and to se- 
cure against contingency, instructed brother 
Pablo, my attendant, in the mode of dressing 
the wound. Strict injunctions were given, pro- 
hibiting whatever might agitate or disturb. 

The ordinary precautions afler amputation 
were insufficient in a case like mine* A con- 
suming fire burning within, multiplied the 
chances of inflammation. The scene on the 
buen Retiro — ^its ceremonial mockery, and dead- 
ly consummation, flitted continually before me 
in horrid emblazonary. To reassemble the 
direful images by which reason and existence 
were assailed during my hospital confinement^ 
would, notwithstanding the lapse of years, be 
a renewal of aflllction. Whatev-er an aveng* 
ing spirit could inflict upon itself^ that I endur- 
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ed. The last great act of ill was the colossus 
or a procession in which the accumulated 
transgressions of a whole life passed in hlack 
review. 

After a second visit, I saw my professional 
countryman no more. Brother Pahlo discharg- 
ed his trust neatly, diligently, and well. He 
wilfully misunderstood my inquiries concerning 
the surgeon, and answered in terms as few 
and mysterious as the prophetic dicta of Del- 
phi. Giving way to a gush of mental bitter- 
ness, 1 have marked} in the moment of return- 
ing calm, his fervent supplications for the 
hapless sinner. That intercession produced 
fruits, apart from providential interposition. 
It revived in the desponding soul the hope of 
comfort from above, and cherished the growth 
of charity towards the' divided posterity of Ad- 
am. Though far and long asunder, kind- 
hearted friar, in my petitions to the seat of 
Mercy, thou still art un forgot ten J 

Brother Pablo's considerate silence respect- 
ing public affairs, was continued so long as 
other sources of information were inaccessible. 
When tidings were threatened by unwelcome 
channels, he discarded reserve. He then com- 
municated the complete evacuation of Madrid 
by the allies; and the return of Joseph Bona- 
31* 
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parte with his army. ' The French will 
douhtless crowd all the hospitals^' said the friar, 
« for they have many sick.' 

The same day there came a din of hustle 
and confusion from the adjoining wards^ which 
I interpreted as confirmation of the intelligence* 
At night, two French medical officers visited 
my room. They conversed in their, native 
tongue, and, though confused hy their rapid 
enunciation, I was able to follow the scope of 
their discourse: 

« We have discovered the enemy I' said the 
elder officer, laughing, and showing my dresSj 
< here is an Englishman's uniform!' 

< Poor fellow !' cried the other, ' he is an 
orphan of the war,and we must compassionate 
him!' 

They interrogated my attendant in broken 
Spanish; then resumed^ their conversation in 
French. Sometimes they spoke so low as to be 
icaudible, but I gathered enough to understand 
that they were debating with regard to the in- 
troduction of additional patients into my apart- 
ment. There was convenient space for one, 
but he who was the senior in appearance, 
strongly recommended another. The younger 
finished the argument, by expressing his resolve 
to carry his point 
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* GuUIaume Lamarque's pallet,' said he, 
^flhall be placed beside this solitary Briton's. 
They are of an age.' 

Guillaume Lamarque was my junior by two 
or three years, and in the casualties of the field, 
exhibited a sad preponderance of misfortune. 
He was slowly recovering from the effects of 
amputation above the knee. The next morn- 
ing, his medical friend, who was making a 
tour of duty, dressed Guillaiime's ailing limb 
with the manual dexterity characteristic of hia 
country's surgeons. He was about to proceed 
wmilarly with my arm, when I interrupted 
him by protesting against a change in the 
manner of treatment. 

* I don't comprehend,' said he,-^ explain.' 
* I told him that the mode of treatment among 
English surgeons was healing by the first in- 
tention. In amputating, they brought the 
skin completely ovei* the surface, instead of 
stuffing the wound with lint; thus reducing it 
nearly to the state of a simple incision. 

« It's quite incomprehensible,' said he, tap- 
ping his snuff-box, — ' ii's quite incomprehen- 
sible how you should outstrip us in so clear a 
point of practice. But science, theory, and 
obstinacy, are branches of one tree, and that 
accounts for the tenacity with which our sagea' 
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hold by old forms. I recommended this very 
plan to my relative Larry and other chiefs of 
the department, — ^but it is still to be adopted. 
Apropos — are you professional?* 

Stating my original destination, I gave a 
candid outline of my' career, from the depart- 
ure from 'England to the occurrence of the 
fatal duel. He retired, exclaiming that I was 
a romantic runaway, who should be sent back 
to his guardian. * Let your assistant dress 
the wound, as heretofore,' he added, reverting 
his head. ^ 

Guillaume Lamarque informed me that our 

visiter. Monsieur D , was a nephew of 

the illustrious Baron Larry, and almost his 

equal in surgical skill. The families of D 

and Lamarque belonged to the same commvne,' 
— To this he ascribed the particular attentions 
that had been shown to him. His history, of 
which he gave a modest relation, was one of 
the sorrowful tales of conscription, then too 
common to lead its narrator to conceive that 
he was entitled to any peculiar share of sym- 
pathy. 

* My father,' said Guillaume, ' was killed 
at Austerlitz — two of my uncles were blown 
up, by the premature explosion of a mine, at 
jthejsiege of SaragozaT-another perisiied in a 
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sea-fight — the sole survivor is pastor of the 
village of Montcecile. Eusebe, my brother, 
went, as a Captain of Chassetarsy to Russia with 
the grand army. I was at school when he was 
enrolled. At eighteen, I n^rried Justine Tho- 
mieres. Justine and. I used to dance together : 
J thought her graceful. Madame Lamarque 
praised her good temper, and bade me make 
her my wife. — So I brought her home and we 
were happy with my mother and sisters until 
the conscription forced me to bid them all 
adieu!' 

' I understood that married persons were 
exempt from service.' 

^ Ah] the law was altered to suit the Emr 
peror's necessities, until at last nobody could 
be spared.' 

' Crueli tyrannical law!' 

' We don't complain of the law,^ said Guil- 
laume, ' but of its eternal exercise. — The rich- 
est and greatest in the nation come under its 
clutches as well as he who delves twelve hours 
for a demi-franc. No purseproud, overbearing 
seigneur can laugh at the hardships he shares 
himself^ nor can he go to market for batons and 
orders as with you. — ^Promotion to the worthy' 
is the motto of France.' 

* Your sufferings deserve reward.' 
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« Yes; I shall dance no more with Justine. 
— I wish the shot had been less aspiring: it 
would not be half so awkward if 1 had the use 
of my knee.-— Well, I shall obtain the pension, 
and cross, and be able to talk of campaigns, 
heroism, and so forth. They are fine affairs 
— ^but I am glad to take leave of them, although 
with the loss of a limb.' 

The retreat of the allies into Portugal left 
the French in undisturbed possession of the 
Spanish capital. No people more readily 
blend the arts and amusements of peace with 
the prosecution of strife, or adapt themselves 
with greater pliability to the circumstances of 
their situation. The unconcealed aversion of 
the inhabitants did not abate their zest for the 
gaieties of the metropolis. Their lively phi- 
losophy consoled them under the worst of de- 
pressions — the consciousness of being many 
hundred miles from Paris. 

Monsieur D • often cheered us by his un- 
professional presence. He was learned and 
amiable. The simplicity .of his unsophisticated 
patient delighted him. He loved to hear his 
jural anecdotes and joyous anticipations of 
home. All his eloquence, playfully employed, 
failed to excite in Guillaume a spirit of ambi- 
tion. He neither cared for becoming k Oeneral 
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nor le Prefet, His wishes were centred in his 
provincial dwelling, with his mother, his sis- 
ters, and kis dear Justine. 

When my arm was healed, I took the air 
regularly in the hospital coitrt, in which were 

a portico and fountain. Mongieur D 

escorted me round his wards, and with an earn- 
estness that evinced the excellence of his na- 
ture, endeavored to interest my mind in useful 
speculations to the exclusion of its griefs. 
The remedy answered for the time; but, when 
evening descended, and the dim lamp and the 
frugal embers in the hrasiero shed their melan- 
choly light on walls erected as tl^e refuge of 
infirmity, then was I again like a wizard in his 
circle, begirt by the demons of the past, from 
whose dark companionship ther&was no deliv- 
erance. I prayed — ^but Rodn'ey's dying image 
rose between me and a throne of grace — and 
the frame of thought was broken. Sleep — such 
sleep as assists the action of the physical ma- 
. chlnery — deserted my eyelids. The struggle 
* against inward oppression waxed fainter and 
fainter. Pleading the change of season, I re- 
linquished exercise. The sympathy of Pablo 
and young Lamarque lost its assuaging power. 
I longed to be alone — alone at midnight on 
some moon-lighted mountain — where, pouring 
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out my last breath in supplication to the Om* 
nipotent, I might die, with silence for a mon- 
ument. 

Monsieur D perceived that I was sink- 
ing under a malady of the heart. He came one 
day and hurried me through a long gallery in- 
to a private recess where his official books 
were stored. He inquired if I had strength 
sufficient for a journey across the mountains. 
I replied in the affirmative. He then explained 
.his purpose. — Some members of the medical 
staff were going to Paris. I might accompany 
them to Bayonne. He would recommend me 
to the governor of that town-*-not as a prison* 
er7~but as a friend; — with his aid the means 
of returniog to England would be attainable. 

It is needless to mentibn how gratefully I 
hailed the proposal. ' My benefactor provided 
every requisite. I was ^ttired in the style of 
his assistant — my diminished finances recruited 
•—and letters and instructions furnished to 
smooth every obstacle. His parting words, 
were, * Speak of me to your father.' 

Under the protection of humane and educai 
ted men, I reached fiayonne without injury or 
impediment. My recommendations were re* 
spected to the letter. I landed at Portsmouth 
within six weeks after the departure from 
Madrid. 



1 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

On a rainy night in January, as the town- 
clock struck eight, the coach, in which I was 
a passenger, drew up before the principal inn 

of E . Ordering my luggage to the 

office of the establishment, I proceeded to the 
Travellers' Room. Enfeebled by cold and 
nervous irritation, I assumed a seat near the 
blazing fire and called for a pint of wine. 
A drinking party, and a prim, surtouted, mer- 
cantile looking person, occupied separate ta- 
bles. The former were engaged in noisy argu- 
ment — the latter seemed buried in accounts. 
The stranger's entrance occasioned no inter- 
ruption. 

'Another brace of port, waiter,' cried the 
principal speaker among the revellers, who 
were, what are rustically styled, 'topping far- 
mers.' ^ 

'Not a drop more. Master Goodridge,' said 
a member of the circle — 'not a drop more; be- 
tween brandy and black-strap my poll's reeking 
like a lime- kiln — Mind ye, we've got a thump- 
ing score to pay.' 
22 
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«A fig for the score ! — ^your bay can afford a 
bout, and so can my wheat — Boney's a hearty 
paymaster !' 

«Ay, that he is, by Jingo!' exclaimed the 
general group. 

*Will he be sq long, gentlemen?' asked the 
insulated individual, in the surtout, with an 
air of satisfied superiority. 

*Why not?' demanded the master of the sym- 
posion. 

'The latest advices from Gottenburg state, 
that the Emperor Napoleon had posted,tneog'., 
through Wilna, on the 6th ult. leaving the 
wreck of the grand army to perish in the 
snows of Russia. This intelligence is confirm- 
ed by the agitation in the money market and 
the fluctuations in the Price Current. Alican- 
te Barilla are quoted a shade lower.' 

*Let them quote a» they like,'observed Good- 
ridge, sneeringly; ' the old cat will light on hid 
legs — What d'ye think of Spain, sir? — Well- 
ington has walked back to Portugal the way 
he came.' 

'Talking of Spain, neighbor,' said a.farmer, 
hitherto silent — 'haveyou heard the news about 
'Squire Rodney's heir?' 

'Not I.' 

'He's dead — his throat cut, at Madrid, by a 
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young chap, of these parts, that he fetched 
away as a servant.' 

'Preserve us! — the 'Squire has one of the 
best properties in the county ! — I hope the vil- 
lain will get his reward.' 

Leaving the wine un tasted, 1 turned from 
the inn, in the direction of Thorncroft. — It 
was pitch dark. The wind blew piercingly— the 
rain fell thick and wetting. I was thoroughly 
drenched ere I arrived at the little gate, by 
which those* who approached on foot shortened 
the way to the /farm-house. At first it eluded 
my search. In the gloom of the elements, and 
the tumult of my feelings, I had passed it by. 
The hand grappled with it uncertainly. The 
latch had been displaced since I planted the 
laburnums, three years before, to grace theen- 
trauce. 

. Light beamed from the windows of home— 
heart-gladdening light! — Hope's messenger, 
that outwingeth the breeze, bearing from afar, 
on its seraphic pinions, smiling remembrances 
of affection and the fireside,! — Cheerily rose 
the flame on the parlor hearth, as, mantled in 
shadow, 1 cleared a dripping pane to see if 
there were aught within that might allay the 
palpitation of the wanderer. The room was 
empty. Yes — my father would be superin-^ 
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tending the horses and cattle — his nightly cus- 
tom. A piece of plain needle-work hung on 
the back of a chair. Thus my aunt ever dis- 
posed her relinquished sempstery. , She would 
be required in the kitchen. The familiar fur- 
niture, in its respectable old age, retained pos- 
session, as of yore. There were some innova- 
tioQs: they were but few. A foolish drawing 
of mine had vanished from the wall. The 
clock with brazen dialplate, which in childhood 
I venerated as if it were an ancestor — had been 
removed from the cofner where it clicked for 
half a century. In its stead, a mahogany 
beaufet displayed its glossy front. It ought 
not to have been there— it wanted harmony . 

With benumbed fingers I tapped at the door. 
A step sounded nigh. Well, or ill, it would 
soon be over. The door was opened by a 
cherry-cheeked peasant girl, unknown, or it 
might have been, forgotten. Thei^e] was some- 
thing of alarm in her vague regard. 

' Is your master within?' 

* Noa — he be'ant.' 

* Is your mistress?* * 

' Coom in — PU zee.' 

I doffed my hat and cloak and transferred 
them to the girl, who looked as if I had fixed a 
spell upon her. Bidding her tell her mistress 
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that a long-absent friend was come, 1 stepped 
into the parlor. 

A sedate matron shortly appeared and made 
a low obeisance. Supposing her to be a visit- 
or, I asked if Mrs Rebecca were particularly 
engaged. 

' Ah ! I thought so, sir,^ said she, ' you're a 
friend of the former tenants.' 

'The former tenants! — isn't this Thorncroft 
— Richard Earnshaw's house?' 

* bless you, no, sir; it is Thorncroft,but it 
belongs to us now. Mrs Rebecca is over at 
Abel's cottage, in lodgings. My husband 
bought the place, root and branch — lease, 
stock, furniture, and all, at the bankrupt's 
sale.' 

' The bankrupt's!' 

' You may well be surprised, sir, if you 
knew Mr fiarnshaw in his, better days. He 
was honest and industrious as mortal could be. 
Had saved a good penny, too — and, at fair or 
market, could holdup his head with the best. 
But he had his weakness — his son — ' 

•What of his son?' 

' Why he must needs make the boy a gentle- 
man, and send him to grand schools, and what 
hot. He thought the sun and moon rose and 
set between the lad's two eyes. This did very 

22* 
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well till he grew up; then young master must 
have his own way — must go with the great, 
jack -fellow like, and spend his guinea with an 
air; — what could be the upshot ?' 
« Go on, ma'am — go on.' 
' Father and son dls agreed in the long run. 
Robert got a purse of fifty guineas— enlisted 
in a marching regiment — and went abroad. 
They Bay he was preferred ;and there's a strange 
story about him and Mr Rodney's heir,'who was 
killed in foreign, pai ts. That's nothing to me. 
From the day that old Richard heard that his 
darling had gone a soger ing, he never did any 
good. He neglected his husiness; and what 
with bad crops,and the murrain, and the failure 
of Medlicott's bank, he was obliged to shut up 
shop. My husband says he might have kept 
on, for the property paid the debts and led 
something over. But his heart was^in his son, 
and with him went prosperity.' 

* Where is he now ?' 

^ In heaven, I trust! he was buried a month 

ago. Ue died under Ahel's roof. He was 

welcome to stay here — but his spirit wouldn't 

let him be under obligation to any one, gentle 

or simple.' 

It was in Abel's cottage that I had spent the 
thme days when my extravagance in Glasgow 
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produced the quarrel with my father. A ser- 
vant and lantern were offeredt o guide me thith- 
er. Darkness and loneliness better suited the 
temper of my soul, and I declined the civility. 
Plunging through rain-pools and lanes of mud 
I attained the lowly dwelling. Its owner an- 
swered my knock. Betraying no token of re- 
cognition, he informed me that Mrs Rebecca 
Earns haw was in her own room. I announced 
myself as the hearer of tidings from her neph- 
ew, and ,was invited to her presence. 

Ascending a narrow staircase, I found my 
venerable relative, though partaking of an al- 
tered lot, still preserving all the habits and ma- 
ny of the distinctive memorials of by-gone 
times. In person she was hale and erect. 
The lines of age were a little deepened, and 
the locks that escaped the decent cincture of her 
mourning cap, showed a more decided predom- 
inance of the silvery hue. The wakefulness 
of worldly care observable in her CQuntenance> 
whein, like Martha, she was ' cumbered about 
much serving,' had softened into the resigned 
expression of one who, chastened by crosses 
and trials and weary of temporal mutations, 
hath chosen < that good part which shall not 
betaken away.' 

She had been employed ia the two-fold 
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occupation of knitting and reading. The vo- 
lume — Willison's Balm of Gilead — elevated 
on a desk, procured in the days of domestic 
tuition, to save me from stooping in my 
studies — lay open before her. Among other 
relics, ranged upon a shelf, were the family 
Bible and the ancestral broadsword. When 
I crossed the threshold she passed the glasses 
of her « spectacles through the folds of her 
apron — saluted me faintly and falteringly — 
then fixed upon me a look of anxious and 
piercing scrutiny. 

The collar of the dripping outside garment 
concealed ray features; I slipped off the incum- 
brance. 

*Aunt ! — have you forgotten your pro- 
digal ?' 

The voice thrilled through her frame as it 
had been the archangel's call to judgment — 
I was encircled by her parental embrace. — 
She sank into her chair. My hand was locked 
in her grasp, and, yielding to the pressure, I 
bent upon my knee. The light shone full on 
a face ravaged by war and wasting passions. 

it was long ere she could summon power of 
utterance to the emotions that flooded her eyes 
and convulsed her lip. ' Her first words were — 
' O me ! O me I— Can this be my child !' She 
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Wrung her hands and relapsed into a paroxysm 
of weeping. 

• Spare yourself, dearest aunt ! — if but for 
the sake of a wretched penitent, spare your- 
self ! — ^ my punishment is greater than I can 
bear I" 

* O, Robert ! Robert ! — how is the gold 
become dim ! — how is the most fine gold 
changed ! — the crown is fallen from our 
head — wo unto us, that we have sinned !' 

Though a woman of strong mind, it cost 
her a struggle before she overcame theimpres- 
siog created by the e£fects of wounds and 
affliction. The sight of the empty coat-sleeve, 
depending by my left side, opened the fountain 
of her grief afresh. It was her sole consola- 
tion that her brother had been removed ere he 
had drained the cup of sorrow to the dregs. 

Afler the common impulses of nature had 
forced their way, religion and feminine ten- 
derness dictated the propriety of restraining feel- 
ings that tended to crush mine. The waters 
of reproach retreated to their source. With a 
delicacy of attention of which it would have 
been difficult to conceive her capable, she 
proved herself a Christian mother; alleviating, 
by the gentlest sympathies, the mortal heav 1- 
ness that lay like lead upon my heart. 
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My wet clothes filled her with apprehension,' 
and she insisted on my retiring to hed. To 
none would she entrust the arrangement of the 
couch. The finest sheets were selected from 
her stores— for she had, in the changes of for- 
tune, preserved the family linen — and were 
aired and spread by herself. Viands which 
her independent housewifery reserved for festive 
emergencies, tempted my sickly palate. Wine, 
the produce of grapes gathered from the vine 
that mantled the sunny south wall of Thorn-> 
crofl, fermented and blended with the aroma 
of spices, offered its inspiring sweets to clj^er 
the weary and heavy-laden spirit. 

In compliance with my urgent desire, she 
remained by the bed-side until after midnight. 
I related what I had seen and suffered from 
the period of my flight. Shocked by exagger- 
ated stories of Rodney's death, the statement 
of the facts relieved her, and elicited a prayer 
of thanksgiving. The kindness of the French 
medical officer drew forth her warmest bene- 
diction, and she expressed a fervent hope that 
the benevolent brother Pablo would be plucked 
like a brand from the burning.' 

* And now, Robert,' said she, * can you of a 
truth say, ' 1 have seen the error of ray ways, 
and by my God assisting me, will do so no 
more?' ' 
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/ Not for worlds would I retrace my steps^ 
or be again as I have been P . . 

'Do you remember the words inscribed in 
the pocket-book I gave you when going to col- 
lege?' 

' No, aunt — no — but I am sure they were 
good.' 

* Godliness, with contentment, is great gain.' 
These were the words — will you recollect them 
hereafter?' 

< As long as I live! — and by Divine aid, wiU 
act upon them. Instead of raising ihe arm of 
flesh, 1 shall henceforth endeavor to < fight the 
good fight.' ' 

* Yes, Robert — for * what doth it profit a man 
if he gain the whole workl and lose his own 
soul !' ' 

* Alas! if in this life only 1 had hoi)e, I were 
of all men most miserable!' 

The treasures of the East deposited at her 
feet would not have imparted a shadow of the 
delight communicated to the pious woman by 
the conviction that tlie frame of my mind had 
undergone a real renovation. Past trials she 
regarded as dust in the balance compared to the 
auspicious weight, of spiritual improvement. 
She spoke of the future, and depicted it in pleas- 
ing colors. Her friends, she said, had not drop- 
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ped off in her distresses. Mr Thorpe had offer- 
ed her an asylunu My old teacher, Mr Bar- 
tholomew, married and master of a thriving se- 
minary i& Wales, had sent her an earnest invi- 
tation to reside with him. 

' Let us go to Wales,'v I said; * Devonshire 
would kill me!' 

* Tomorrow, if you will,' she rejoined — •' nor 
shall we he a hurden to our well-wishers. I 
have saved more money than ever I shall want. 
If need had been, it would have gone to the 
general stock, and helped to meet your poor 
father's debts; but they are paid, and over-paid. 
You can get what learning you require, and set 
up in business, like Jonathan Penrose.^ . 

' A surgeon with one arm, aunt!' 

* Let the head help the hand, child.' 

' Head, heart, and hand, shall be united in 
the sacred work of gratitude and atonement!' 
'My dear Robert, be grateful to your Maker.* 



■ 
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CHAPTER XX. 

My aunt's active management admitted of 
no procrastination. When the weather pro- 
mised a favorable interval, we commenced our 
journey. I bade farewell to the county of my 
forefathers. The sun-light of joy was eclipsed 
upon its fields — and I shrank froin the pains of 
the troubled winter-watch which must have 
preceded its return. 

An ancient town of the principality yielded 
us a meet habitation. We had reason to be 
thankful that our. lot had fallen there. The 
comforts of animal existence were accessible to 
very limited finances. Luxury had not trans- 
ported its pampered form beyond the mountains. 
An inhabitant of the capital would have pined 
for the assemblies of routine duplicity, miscalled 
society. To me the noiseless gliding of the 
diurnal current was rarest medicine. — Nor was 
1 solitary. Disinterested love ministered to my 
outgoing and incoming. A placid sense of duty 
solaced my wanderings. Above me rocks 
arose in still sublimity — below rolled a lordly 
river, exulting in its countless vassals — a feudal 

23 
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tower crested the pine-girdled height — while 
in all, and over all, was visible the won- 
drous agency of Him, whom to know is life 
eternal. 

The instructor of my boyhood welcomed na 

to in a different mode from that practised 

in artificial ci^rcles, where the professions of 
the lip make poor the acts of service. He was 
eminently useful in promoting my views. 
Afler revisiting a seat of medical learning, and 
making the acquisitions which I deemed ne- 
cessary to my humble sphere, he recommend- 
ed me to his acquaintances in the district. To 
secure the shelter of oblivion, I changed my 
paternal name for another connected with our 
house. Mr Bartholomew kdpt the secret even 
from his guileless spouse. 

Though fated to be always an alien to the 
portal over which iny deed had reared the 
funeral escutcheon, I thought it due to the 
family of St Aymers and to its unwilling injur- 
er to relate, as I have herein related, the tale 
of my misfortune. An explanatory letter, dis- 
patched by a safe but circuitous channel, re- 
corded my unavailing sorrow and left no clue 
to a reply. 

The slayer of her brother would have been 
worse than romantic to have persevered in 






kV ONLY SON. 367 

cherishing an Attachment for Ellen Rodney. 
She was omitted in my inquiries — but she was 
remembered in my prayers. In a moment of 
search, the scrap of blue ribbon, my furtive 
keepsake,' came to light. It was faded like 
myself. The charm that hallowed it is gone — 
yet it holds its place among the class of treas- 
ures which derive their value from memory's 
consecration. About two years after settling 
in Wales, accident afforded me a sight of my 
youthful love. From a cliff which crowned a 
picturesque cascade, I marked the ascent of a 
lady who leaned confidingly upon a gentleman's 
arm. The lady was veiled ; her companion was 
a stranger to me. From their manner 1 con- 
jectured them to be husband and wife. A gust 
of wind drifted the veil aside and showed the 
mild beauty of Miss Rodney. I turned away 
my step and wished chat happiness might ever 
be her portion. 

Faithful in affection — ripe in years and in 
the virtues which render age an easy and hon- 
orable burthen — Rebecca £arnshaw resigned 
her soul to her Creator. Her nephew received 
the rich legacy of her blessing, accompanied 
by a single condition. It was her dying request 
to rest beside her brother in the grave. She 
sleeps upon his lefl, in the burial-ground of the 
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chapel where the praises of God continue 
to- be celebrated with the simplicity she 
loved. 

My self-imposed task is brought to a close. 
Should the purpose for which it was uniier- 
taken be attained, then I shall be amply recom- 
pensed for copying a blotted register. If f have 
freely interpreted conventional terms — if I have 
said that the laurels of war tarnish the brow 
they encircle — my heart Justifies my motives 
and History embodies ray defence. 

Though subdued by time and by a higher 
influence than belongs to aught so transitory, 
I cannot revolve the untoward circumstances 
which governed my destiny without the most 
poignant regret. Could 1 have discerned the 
depth of a father's unrevealed fondness — or 
could he have perceived how intensely I 
thirsted for the evidence of its power — how 
much of bitterness had been spared us both ! 

I have passed the meridian of my days. — 
Among these hills I have, for sixteen years, 
labored to lessen the sufferings of my fellow- 
creatures. In the journal of my gains the 
poor man's mite was never numbered— yet 
Penury cannot charge me with backwardness 
, to its call. I have had my reward in the 
growing reconcilement of the spirit to itself. 
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But moods intervene when the consciousness 
of the zealous performance of duty, and the 
blessed assurances of faith are darkened — 
awfully darkened — by clouds of remorse. — 
Grievous is the guilt of filial ingratitude and 
the shedding of blood. 

How happy are they who can find in reflection, 
No act that cries * Shame' — no abhorr'd recoliectioo; 
Whose thoughts shed the light of tranquillity round 

them* 
To cheer and support when the world hath bound them 

In cankering chains. 

But wretched is he whose career is in blindness, 
Who joins hands with hatred and battles with kindness; 
Who, keenly alive to a fine sense of pleasure, 
Abandons tlie cup of delight for a measure 

Of poison most foul. 

And such have I been, but too long, to my sorrow, 
I've done that today which I've wept for tomorrow — 
Still loving the right, and the wrong still pursuing—* 
Making vows to be wise, and yet madly renewing 

Old follies again. ' 

I have dreams — I have dreams— by these dull mid- 
night embers. 
Of things which my soul with reluctance remembers — 
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Of dear household sceoet , where, at mora, drooping 

hearted, 
With eyes raining tears, in my boyhood I parted , 

From one, now no more. 

All empty his seat— it were vain to deplore him — 
Yet I wish the deaf grave for an hour would restore 

him; 
Until, from the erring lips prized far too dearly. 
He heard his son's grief that he ever severely 

A fond bosom pained. 

The wish is opposed by the justice of Heaven, 
*Tis right man should suffer before he's forgiven; 
And 0, never dagger cut keener or deeper. 
Than useless regret o*er the poor silent sleeper 

We've injured and loved. 

I see through the lattice the stars dimly gleaming, 
Blest beacons of hope o'er a troubled sea beaming; 
I turn from their light to the Being who made them, 
And pray that the beauty in which he arrayed them 

May one day be mine. 

Thou know'st, Unknown, whom to name can we 

never — 
Who art that thou art-— hast been still— shalt be 

ever,— 

Thou know'st that thy creature, now humbled before 

thee, 
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With his weak human sense doth sincerely adore thee— 

Then hear him— O hear. 

hear him— this hour—while the hues of his spirit 
Are undimmed by the stain all are born to inherit; 
And grant that, unmoved by life's joy or life's sorrow, 
Man's smile or man's frown, he may act on the moirow 

The thoughts of tonight 

1 ask not for riches — for power I care not— 

To win them, as most mortals win them, I dare not; 
And the fame which I covet, Pll never here know it— 
I may not deserve it — ^ye cannot bestow it— 

Blind brothers of clay. 

But guide me, God, in a course still improving— 
As this orb round the sun, in thy light always moving; 
And let nought unholy arise to conceal thee 
From him, who, whenever he ceaseth to feel thee. 

Contentment hath none. 

May my life-time glide on, as these night-sands are 

going* 
To eternity's ocean, a quiet stream flowing; 

my soul, be thy waPters still pure as they now are- 
Still blessed— lest they wander— Lord, with thy 

power 

To turn them to thee. 
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Then I'll graip thy cold hand, mystic Death, as the 

hoaiy 
High-priest of a temple with clouds on its glory; 
And though in the portal the pilgrim may falter— 
He*l] forward with joy when he thinks of the altar 

Bright burning within. 



/ 
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